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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE occaſion of publiſhing theſe Imitations, was 
the Clamour rais'd on ſome of my Epiſtles. An 
Anſwer from Horace was both more full, and of 
more Dignity, than any I could have made in my 
own perſon ; and the Example of much greater 
Freedom in ſo eminent a Divine as Dr Donne, 
ſeemed a proof with what indignation and con- 
tempt a Chriſtian may treat Vice or Folly, in ever 
ſo low, or ever ſo high a Station. Both theſe Amt- 
thors were acceptable to the Princes and Miniſters 
under whom they lived. The Satires of Dr Donne 
I verſiſied at the deſire of the Earl of Oxford while 
he was Lord Treaſurer, and of the Duke of 
Shrewsbury, who had been Secretary of State; 
neither of whom looked upon a Satire on Vicious 
Courts as any Reflection on thoſe they ſerved in. 
And indeed there 1s not in the world a greater 
error than that which Fools are ſo apt to fall 
into, and Knaves with good reaſon to encourage, 
the miſtaking a Satiriſt for a Libellerz whereas, to 
a true Satiri/t nothing is ſo odious as a Libeller, for 
the ſame reaſon as to a man truly virtuous nothing 
is ſo hateful as a Hypocrite. 


Uni acquus Virtuti atque ej us Amicis, 
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Firſt Satire of the Second Book 
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WHOEVER expects a Paraphraſe of Horace,.or 
a faithful Copy of his genius or manner of writing 
in theſe IM ITATIONSs, will be much diſappainted. 
Our Author uſes the Roman Poet for little more 
than his canvas: and if the old deſign or colouring 
chance to ſuit his purpoſe, it is well; if not, he em- 
ploys his own, without ſcruple or ceremony. Hence 
it is he is ſo frequently ſerious where Horace is in 
je; and at eaſe, where Horace js diſturbed. In a word, 
he regulates his movements no further on his Ori- 
ginal, than was neceſſary for his Concurrence, in pro- 
moting their common plan of Reformation of manners. 

Had it been his purpoſe merely to paraphraſe an 
ancient Satiriſt, he had hardly make choice of Horace; 
with whom, as a Poet, he held little in common, 
beſides a comprehenfive knowledge of life and man- 
ners, and a certain curious felicity of expreſſion, which 
conſiſts in uſing the fimpleſt. language with dignity, 
and the moſt ornamented with caſe. For the reſt, 
his harmony and ſtrength of numbers, his force and 
ſplendor of colouring, his gravity and ſublimity of 
ſentiment, would have rather led him to another 
model. Nor was his temper leſs unlike that of Ho- 
race, than his talents. What Horace would only 
ſmile at, Mr Pope would treat with the grave ſeve- 
rity of Perſius; and what Mr Pope would ſtrike 
with the cauſtic lightning of Juvenal, Horace would 
content himſelf in turning into ridicule. 

If it be aſked then, why he took any body at all 
to imitate, he has informed us in his Advertiſement ; 
to which we may add, that this ſort of Imitations, 
which are of the Nature of Parodies, adds reflected 
grace and ſplendor on original Wit. Beſides, he 
deemed it more modeſt to give the name of Imita- 


tions to his Satires, than, like Deſpreaux, to give 


name of Satires to Imitations, 
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8 A * I 
To Mr FORT E S C E. 
T.. are (I ſcaree ean think it, but am told) 


There are to whom my Satire ſeems too bold: 

Scarce to wiſe Peter complaiſant enough, 
And ſomething ſaid of Chartres much too rough. 
+ The lines are weak, another's pleas'd to ſay, 3 
Lord Fanny ſpins a thouſand ſuch a day. 
Tim'rous by nature, of the Rich in awe, 
+I come to Counſel learned in the Law: 
You'll give me, like a friend both ſage and free, 
Advice; and (as you uſe) without a Fee. 0 

F. || I'd write no more. 
P. Not write ? but then I think, 

And for my ſoul I cannot ſleep a wink: 


a. 


IR, 


HORATIUS. TREBATIUS. 


HoRATI1Us. 


* 

8 UNT quibus in Satira videar nimis acer, et ultra 
Legem tendere opus; Þ fine nervis altera, quidquid 
Compoſui, pars eſſe putat, ſimileſque meorum | 
Mille die verſus deduct poſſe. 4 Trebati, 

Quid faciam ? preſcribe, 
T. || Quieſcas. 
H. Ne faciam, inquis, 
Omnino verſus ? 
| T. Aio. 
H. Peream male, ſi non 
Optimum erat: $ verum nequeo dormire. 


Why, if the nights ſeem tedious—take a wife ; 


12 IMITATIONS Bock . 


I nod in company, I wake at night, 
Fools ruſh into my head, and ſo I write. 
F. You could not do a worſe thing for your life. 13 


Or rather truly, if your point be reſt, 
Lettuce and Cowſlip wine; Probatum eſt. 
But talk with Celſus, Celſus will adviſe 
"Hartſhorn, or ſomething that ſhall cloſe your eyes. 20 
Or, if you needs muſt write, write Cæs AR's Praile, 
$ You'll gain at leaſt a Knighthood, or the Bays. 
P. What? like Sir“ Richard, rumbling, rough, 
and fierce, 
With AR Ms, and GEORGE, and BRUNS WICK crowd 
the verſe, 


19 


2 if T. Ter uncti 


Tranſnanto Tiberim, ſomno quibus eſt opus alto; 
Irriguumve mero ſub noctem corpus habento. 
Aut, ſi tantus Amor ſcribendi te rapit, aude 
Cz$sAR1s invicti res dicere, S multa laborum 
Pr.emia laturus. 
H. Cupidum, pater optime, vires 
Deficiunt: * neque enim quivis horrentia pilts 


Nor Es. 

V. 20. Hartſborn.] This was intended as a pleaſantry on 
tlie novelty of the preſcription, 

W. 23. What ? like Sir Richard, Kc. Mr Molyneux, a 
creat Mathematician and Philoſopher, had a high opinion 
of Sir Richard Blackmore's poetic vein. All our Engzliſhipoets, 
except Milton (ſays he, in a letter to Mr Locke) have been 
mere ballad-makers in compariſmn of him. And Mr Locke, 
in anſwer to this obſervation, replies, I findavith pleaſure, 
a Rrauge harmony throughout, between your Thounlits and 
mine. Juſt ſo a Roman Lawyer, and a Greek Hiſtorian, 
thought of the poetry of Cicero. But theſe being judgments 
made by men out of their own profeſſion, are little regard- 
ed. And Pope and Juvenal will make Blackmore and Tully 


paſs for Poctaſters to the, World s end. 


Wt OF HORACE. 


Rend with tremendous ſound your ear aſunder, 25 
With Gun, Drum, Trumpet, Blunderbuſs, and 
3 Thunder? 
Or nobly wild, with Budgel's fire and force, 
Paint Angels trembling round his falling Horſe ? 
F. + Then all your Muſe's ſofter art diſplay, 
Let CAROLINA ſmoothe the tuneful lay; 30 
2089 Lull with AMEL1A's liquid name the Nine, | 
ic, And ſweetly flow thro” all the Royal Line. 
P. + Alas! few verſes touch their nicer ear; 
h, They ſcarce can bear their Laureate twice a year: 
And juſtly Cæs AR ſcorns the Poet's lays, 33 
It is to Hiſtory he truſts for Praiſe. 
F. * Better be Cibber, I'll maintain it till, 
Than ridicule all Taſte, blaſpheme Quadrille, 
Abuſe the City's beſt good men in metre, 
And laugh at Peers who put their truſt in Peter, 46 
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Agmina, nec fracta pereuntes cuſpide Gallos, 
Aut labentis eg us deſcribat vulnera Parti. 

T. Attamen et juſtum poteras et ſcribere fortem, 
Scipiadam ut ſapicns Lucilius. 

H. Haud mihi deero, 

Cum res fpſa feret : ꝗ niſi dextro tempore, Flacci 
x, Verba per attentam non ibunt Cæſaris aurem: 
nion Cui male ſi palpere, recalcitrat undique tutus. 
we T. Quanto rectius hoc, quam triſti lædere verſu 


che, Pantolabum ſcurram, Nomentatumve nepotem ? 
ure, 


and Nor xk. 


Ls V. 28. Falling Horſe ?] The horſe on which his Maj<« 


. ſty charged at the battle of Oudenard; when the Pretender, 


on 


uh $14 tbe Princes of the blood of France, fled before him, 
| Vol. III. B 


| 


14 IMITATIONS Boch N. 
+ Ev'n thoſe you touch not, hate you. — 7 
P. What ſhould ail them? 
F. A hundred ſmart in Timon and in Balaam : 
The fewer ſtill you name, you wound the morez 
m—_ is but one, but Harpax is a ſcore. . 
P. f Each mortal has his pleaſure: none deny as 
Scarſdale his Bottle, Darty his Ham-pye'; 
Ridotta ſips and dances, till ſhe ſee 
The doubling Luſtres dance as faſt as ſhe; 
] F— loves the Senate, Hoekley-hole his brother, 
Like in all elſe, as one Egg to another. 50 
I love to pour out all myſelf, as plain 
As — SHIP EN, or as old Montagne: 


a. * 


2 


Caſtor gaudet equis; ovs prognatus eodem, 
Pugnis. quot capitum vivunt, totidem ſtudiorum 


They had this, indeed, in common, to uſe great liberties 


Cum ſibi quiſque timet, quanquam eſt intactus, et odit. 
+ Quid faciam ? ſaltat Milonius, ut ſemel icto 
Acceſſit fervor capiti, numeruſque lucerhis. 


Millia. * me pedibus delectat claudere verba, 
Lucili ritu, noftrum melioris utroque. 


1 


Nor Es. > 
V. 46. Darty his Ham- pye. ] This lover of ham pye own» 
ed the fidelity of the poet's pencil; and ſaid, he had done 
Juſtice to his taſte; but that if, inſtead of ham-pye, he had 
given him ſweet-pye, he never could have pardoned him, 
V. 52. As downrizht Shippen, or as old Montagne.] 


of ſpeech, and to profeſs ſaying what they thought, Mon- 
tagne had many qualities, that had gained him the love 
and eſteem of his Readers: The other had one, which al- 
ways gained him the favourable attention of his Hearers. 
For as a celebrated Roman Orator obſerves, ** Maledicit In- 
% eruditus apertius et ſaepius, cum periculo etiam ſuo 
c Aﬀert et iſta res Opinionem, quia libentiſſune ** 
** audiunt ea quae dicere ipſi noluiſſent.“ 


a ? 


45 


In them, as certain to be lov'd as ſeen, 

The Soul ſtood forth, nor kept a thought within: 
In me what ſpots (for ſpots I have) appear, 38 
Will prove at leaſt the Medium muſt be clear. 

In this impartial glaſs, my Muſe intends 

Fair to expoſe myſelf, my ſoes, my friends; 

Publiſh the preſent age; but where my text 

Is Vice too high, reſerve it for the next: 60 
My foes ſhall wiſh my life a longer date, 

And ev'ry friend the leſs lament my fate. 

My head and heart thus flowing thro' my quill, 

* Verſe-man or Proſe-man, term me which you will, 
Papiſt or Proteſtant, or both between, 6s 
Like good Erafmus in an honeſt mean, 

In moderation placing all my glory, 

While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 

+ Satire's my weapon, but I'm too diſcreet 

To run a muck, and tilt at all I meet; 70 


Ille velut fidis arcana ſodalibus olim 
Credebat libris; neque fi male geſſarat, uſquam 
Decurrens alio, neque fi bene : quo fit, ut omnis 
Votiva pateat veluti deſcripta tabella 
Vita ſenis.ſequor hunc,* Lucanus an Appulus, anceps : 
[Nam Venuſinus arat finem ſub utrumque colonus, 
Miſſus ad hoc, pulfis (vetus eſt ut fama) Sabellis; 
Quo ne per vacuum Romano incurreret hoſtis ; 
Sive quod Appula gens, ſeu quod Lucania bellum 
Incuteret violenta.] + ſed hie ſtylus haud petet ultro 
Quemquam animantem, et me veluti cuſtodiet enſis 
Vagina tectus, quem cur deſtringere coner, 

B 2 


16 IMITATIONS Book. II. 


* I only wear it in a land of Hectors, 

Thieves, Supercargoes, Sharpers and Directors. 

+ Save but our Army! and let Jove incruſt 

Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlaſting ruſt ! 

} Peace is my dear delight—not FLEUR Y's more: 73 

' | But touch me, and no miniſter ſo ſore, 
Whoe'er offends, at ſome unlucky time 
slides into verſe, and hitches in a rhyme, - | 
Sacred to Ridicule his whole life long, | | 
And the ſad burthen of ſome merry ſong. © 


* 


— 


* Tutus ab infeſtis latronibus ? + O pater et rex 
Jupiter, ut pereat poſitum rubigine telum, 
Nec quiſquam noceat cupido mihi pacis! at ille, 
Qui me commorit, (melius non tangere, clamo) | 
{| Flebit, et inſignis tota cantabitur urbe. 


4 


Nor Es. 

V. 72. Thieves, Supercargoes.] The names, at that time, 
uſually beſtowed on thoſe whom the trading Companies ſent 
with their Ships, and intruſted with their concerns abroad, 

V. 73. Save but our Army, &c.] © Une maladie nouvelle 
« (ſays. the admirable Author de L'eſprit de Loix) s' eſt 
«7 repandue en Europe; elle a ſaifi nos Princes, et leur fait 
entretenir un nombre deſordonne de Troupes. Elle a 
*« fes redoublemens, et elle devient neceſſairement cont a- 
% gi euſe. Car ſi-tot qu'un Etat augmente ce qu'il appelle 
ſes Troupes, les autres ſoudain augmentent les leurs, de 
** facon qu'on ne gagne rien parsla que la Ruine commune. 
Chaque Monarque tient ſur pied toutes les Armees qu'il 
«* pourroit avoir, {i ſes Peuples etoient en danger d'etre ex- 
« termines; et on nemme Paix cet etat d' effort de tous 
«t contre tous. Auſſi l' Europe eſt-elle fi ruinee, que les par- 
* ticuliers, qui ſeroient dans la ſituation ou ſont le trois 
«« Paiſlances, de cette partie du monde les plus opulentes, 
« n'auroitent pas de quoi vivre. Nous ſommes pauvres avec 
les richeſſes et le commerce de tout I'Univers; et bi- 1 
« entot, a force d' avoir des Soldats, nous n'anrons plus que 1 
des Soldats, et nous ſerons comme des Tartares,** 
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' * Slander or Poiſon dread from Delia's rage; 
Hard words or hanging, if your Judge be Page : 
From furious Sappho ſcarce a milder fate, 

P-x'd by her love, or libell'd by her hate. 

+ Its proper pow'r to hurt, each creature feels; 83 
Bulls aim their horns, and Aſſes lift their heels; 
"Tis a bear's talent not to kick, but hug; 

And no man wonders he's not ſtung by Pug. 

} So drink with Walters, or with Chartres cat, 
They'll never poiſon you, they'll only cheat. 90 
Then, learned Sir! (to cut the matter ſhort) 

Whate'er my fate, or well or ill at Court, 

Whether Old age, with faint but chearful ray, 
Attends to gild the Ev'ning of my day, 

Or Death's black wing already be diſplay'd, 95 
To wrap me in the univerſal ſhade; 

Whether the darken'd room to muſe invite, 

Or whiten'd wall provoke the ſkew'r to write: 


— — 


Cervius iratus leges minitatur et urnam; 
Canidia Albuti, quibus eſt inimica, venenam; 
Grande malum Turius, ſi quid ſe judice certes: 
Ut, quo quiſque valet, ſuſpectos terreat, utque 
Imperet hoc Natura potens, fic collige mecum. 
Dente lupus, cornu taurus petit; unde, niſi intus 
Monſtratum ? 4 Scævæ vivacem crede nepoti 
Matrem; nil faciet ſceleris pia dextra (mirum ? 

Ut neque calce lupus quemquam, neque dente petit 
Sed mala tollet anum vitiato melle cicuta. [bos) 
Ne longum faciam : ſeu me tranquilla ſenectus 

Expectat, ſeu mors atris circumvolat alis; 
Dives, inops; Romae, ſeu fors ita juſſerit, exſul; 
5 3 
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capable of a place, At the ſame time he never ſpoke one 


18 IMITATIO NS 


In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 
Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme and print. 100 

F. t Alas, young man !your days can ne'er be long, 
In flow'r of Age you periſh for a ſony! 
Plums and Directors, Shylock and his Wife, 
Will club their Teſtors, now, to take your life! 

P. * What ? arm'd for Virtue when I point the pen, 
Brand the bold front of ſhameleſs guilty men; 106 
Daſh the proud Gameſter in his gilded Car; 
Bare the mean Heart that lurks beneath a Star ; 
Can there be wanting, to defend Her cauſe, 
Lights of the Church, or Guardians of the Laws ? 
Could penſion'd Boileau laſh in honeſt ſtrain 111 
Flatt'rers and Bigots ev'n in Louis' reign ? 
Could Laureate Dryden Pimp and Ffy'r engage, 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage ? 
And I not * ſtrip the gilding of a Knave, 115 
Unplac'd, unpenſion'd, no man's heir, or ſlave ? 

+ Quiſquis erit vitz, ſcribam, color. 

T. f O puer, ut ſis 
Vitalis metuo; et majorum ne quis amicus 
Frigore te feriat. 
H. || Quid? cum eſt Lucilius auſus 

Primus in hunc operis componere carmina morem, 
Detrabere et pellem, nitidus qua quiſque per ora 


Bock. II. 


NoTE. 

y. 116. Unplac'd, unpenſion' d, no man's heir, or flave ?} 
Mr Pope, it is well known, made his fortune by his Homers, 
Lord Treaſurer Oxford aff:&ed to diſcourage that deſign; 
for ſo great a genius (he (aid) ought not to be confined to 
tranſlation. He always uſed Mr Pope civilly; and would 
often expreſs his concern that his religion rendered him in- 


word of a penſion. For this offer he was ſolely indebred to 
the Whig miniſters, In the beginning of George I. Lord 


106 


8 ? 


111 


gat. I. OP HOR AC 8. 29 


I will, or periſh in the gen'rous cauſe : 

Hear this and tremble ! you, who ſcape the Laws. 
Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knave 

Shall walk the World, in credit, to his grave. 120- 


—_ 


Cederct, intret ſum turpis; num Lælius, et qui 
Duxit ab oppreſſa meritum Carthagine nomen, 
Ingenio oſſenſi? aut læſo doluere Metello, 
Famoſiſque Lupo cooperto verſibus? atqui 
Primores populi arripuit populumgue tributim; 


NOTES... 


Hallifax, of his own motion, ſent for Mr Pope, and told 
him, it had often given bim concern, that ſo great a poet 
Lad never been diſtinguiſhed ; that he was glad it was now 
in his power to ſerve him; and, if he chuſed to accept it, 
he ſhould have a penſion not clogged with any engagements, 
Mr Pope thanked him, and deſired time to conſider of it. 
After three months (having heard nothing further. from 
that Lord) he wrote him a letter to repeat his thanks; 
in which he took occaſion to mention the affair of the 
perſon with much indifference, So the thing dropt till 
Mr Craggs came int» the miniſtry, The affair of the 
penſion was then reſumed. And this miniſter, in a very 
frank and triendly manner, told Mr Pope, that three hun- 
cred pounds a- year was then at his ſervice; he had the ma- 
nagement of the ſecret-ſervice maney, and could pay him 
fuch a penſion, without its being known, or ever coming 
to account, But now Mr Pope declined the offer without 
heſitation : only, in return for fo friendly a propoſal, he 
told the Secretary, that if at any time he wanted moacy, he 
would draw upon him. for one hundred or two hundred 
ponnds ; which liberty, notwithſtanding, he never took. Mr 
Cragss more than once prefled him on this head, and urged 
the conveniency of a chariot ; which Mr Pope was ſenſible- 
enough of: but the precariouſneſs of that ſupply made him 
very prude ty decline vie thoughts of an dquipage; which 
it was much better never to ſet up, than not properly to 
ſupport. 


* 
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+To VIRTUE ONLY and HER FRIENDS A FRIEND, 
The World beſide may murmur, or commend. 
Know, all the diſtant din that world can keep, 
Rolls o'er my Grotto, and but ſoothes my ſleep. 
There, my retreat the beſt Companions grace, 123 
Chiefs out of war, and Stateſmen out of place. 
There ST Joan mingles with my friendly bowl 
The Feaſt of Reaſon, and the Flow of foul: _ 
And He, whoſe lightning pierc'd th' Iberian Lines, 
Now forms my Quincunx, and now ranks my Vines, 
Or tames the Genius of the ſtubborn plain, 131 
Almoſt as quickly as he conquer'd Spain. 
Envy muſt own I live among the Great, 
No Pimp of pleaſure, and no Spy of ſtate, 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats, 
Fond to ſpread friendſhips, but to cover heats ; 136 


hs hes 


. 
Scilicet F UN Aquus viIRTUTE ATQUE jus 
Auris. 

Quin ubi fe a vulgo et ſcena in ſecreta remorant 
Virtus Scipi adæ et mitis ſapientia Lel:. 
Nugari cum illo, et diſcincti ludere, donec 
Decoqueretur olus, ſoliti. 

| Quidquid ſum ego, quamvis 
Infra Lucili cenſum, ingeniumque; tamen me 
Cum magnis vixiſſe in vita fatebitur uſque 
Invidia: et fragili quærens illidere dentem, 
Offendet ſolide : : 


: ” * * * yy" * _ — —— 


V. 129. And He, whoſe lightning, &c.] Charles Mordaunt 
Earl of Peterborow, who in the year 1705 took Barcelona, 
and in the winter following, with only two hundred and 
eighty horſe and nine hundred foot, enterprizzd and ac» 
ecmpliſhed the conqueſt of Valentia, 
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iD, To help who want, to forward who excel; 
This, all who know me, know; who love me, tell: 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
| Scribblers er Peers, alike are Mob to me. 149 
25 This is my Plea, on this I reſt my cauſe— 
* What faith my Council learned in the laws ? 
F. + Your plea is good; but ſtill I ſay, beware! 
Laws are explain'd by men—ſo have a care. 
es, lt ſtands on record, that in Richard's times 145 
es, A man was hang'd for very honeft rhymes; 
311 Conſult the Statute, quart. I think, it is, 
Edwardi ſext. or prim. et quint. Eli. 
See Libell, Satires—here you have it—read. 
P. || Libels and Satires/! lawleſs things indeed! 150 


— niſi quid tu, docte Trebati, 
Diſſentis. a 
T. + Equidem nihil hinc diffingere poſſum: 
Sed tamen ut monitus caveas, ne forte negott 
Incutiat tibi quid ſanctarum inſcitia legum : 
Si mala condiderit in quem quis carmina, jus eſt 
& Judiciumque. 
H. Eſto, fiquis || mala. ſed bona & quis 
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V. 146. 4 man was han d, &c.] Si mala condiderit.- 
A great French lawyer explains this matter very truly. 
* L'Ariſtocratie eſt le Gouvernement qui proſcrit les plus 
les Ouvrages ſatiriques. Les Magiſtrats y ſont de petits 
© ſouverains, qui ne ſont pas aſſea grands pour mepriſer les 
*« injures, Si dans la Monarchie quelque trait va contre le 
* Monargue, il eſt fi haut que le trait n'arrive point juſqu* 
«a lui, un Seigneur Ariſtocratique en eſt perce de pert en 
% part, Auſſi les Decemvirs, qui formoient une Ariſtocra- 
« tie, punirent-ils de mort les Ecrits Satiriques. De LE 
ſprit des Loix, L. Xi. c. 13. 


But grave Epi/iles, bringing Vice to light, 
Such as a King might read, a Biſhop write, 
Such as Sir RoBERT would approve— 

F. Indeed ? 
The Caſe is alter'd—you may then proceed; 
* [:; ſuch a caſe the Plaintiff will be hiſs'd, 155 
My Lords the judges laugh, and you're diſmiſs d. 
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Judice condiderit laudatus CA Es ARK E? fi quis 
Opprobriis dignam Jaceraverit, integer ipſe ? 
T. * Solveptur ritu tabulæ: tu miſſus abibis. 
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To Mr BreTHEL. 


| W HAT, and how great, the Virtue and the Art 
To live on little with a chearful heart; 

(A doctrine ſage, but truly none of mine) 

Let's talk, my friends, but talk f before we dine. 

| Not when a gilt Buffet's reflected pride 5 
urns you from ſound Philoſophy aſide; 

Not when from plate to plate your eye-balls roll, 
nd the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 


A: 1 1: 4A 


q UA virtus et quanta, boni, fit vivere parvo, 
Q” (+ Nec meus hic ſermo: ſed quæ præcepit 
Ofellus, 
Ruſticus, ** abnor mis Sapiens, craſſaque Minerva) 
Diſcite, || non inter lances men ſaſque nitentes ; 
Cum ſtupet inſanis acies fulgoribus, et cum 


44 IMITATIONS Bock II. 


Hear BE TH EL's Sermon, one not vers'd in ſchools, 
gut ſtrong in ſenſe, and wiſe without the rules. 10 


$ Go work, hunt, exerciſe! (he thus began) 
Then ſcorn a homely dinner, if you can, | 
* Your wine lock'd up, your Butler ſtroll'd abroad, 
Or fiſh deny'd (the river yet unthaw'd) 
If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 15 
The pleaſure lyes in you, and not the meat. 

+ Preach as I pleaſe, I doubt our curious men 
Will chuſe a pheaſant ſtill before a hen ; 


— — 


Acdinis falſis animus meliora recuſat z | 
verum hic impranſi mecum diſquirite, Cur hoc? 
Dicam, fi potero. male verum examinat omnis 
Corruptus judex. 5 Leporum ſectatus, equove 
Laſſus ab indomito; vel (ſi Romana fatigat 
Militia aſſuetam græcari) ſeu pila velox, 
Moliter auſterum ſtudio fallente laborem; ' 
Seu te diſcus agit, pete cedentem atra diſco : 
Cum labor extulerit faſtidia; ficcus, inanis, 
Sperne cibum wilem : niſi Hymettia mella Falerno, 
Ne biberis, diluta. * foris eſt promus, et atrum 
Defendens piſces hiemat mare: cum fale panis 
Latrantem ſtomachum bene lenict. unde putas, aut 
Qui partum? non in caro nidore voluptas 
Summa, ſed in teipſo eſt. tu pulmentaria quære 
Sudando, pinguem vitiis albumque neque oſtrea, 
Nec ſcarus, aut poterit peregrina juvare lagois. 

+ Vix tamen eripiam, poſito pavone, velis quin 
Hoc potius quam gailina tergere palatum; 
Corruptus vanis rerum: quia veneat auro 


Nor E. 


V. 9. Bethel. ] The ſame to whom ſeveral of Mr Pope's 
Letters are addreſſed. 
| I 5 


fat. O FP HOR ACE. 25 


Yet hens. of Guinea full as good I hold, 

Except you eat the feathers green and gold. 20 
} Of carps-and mullets why prefer the great, 

(Tho' cut in pieces ere my Lord can cat), 

Yet for ſmall turbots ſuch eſteem profeſs ? 

Becauſe God made theſe large, the other leſs. 

+ Oldfield, with more than Harpy throat endu'd, 25 
Cries, © Send me, Gods! a whole Hog barbecu'd!“ 
Oh blaſt it, South-winds! till a ſtench exhale 
Rank as the ripeneſs of a rabbit's tail. 


Rara avis, et picta pandat ſpectacula eauda: 


Tamquam ad rem attineat quidquam. Num veſ- 
ceris iſta, N 

Quam laudas, pluma? coctove num adeſt honor idem? 

Carne tamen quamvis diſtat nihil hac, magis illa; 

Imparibus formis deceptum te patet, eſto, 


VUnde datum ſentis, lupus hic, Tiberinus an alto 


Captus hiet ? ponteſne inter jactatus, an amnis 
Oſtia ſub Tuſci ? t laudas, inſane, trilizrem 
Mullum, in ſingula quem minuas pulmenta neceſſe cR. 
Ducit te ſpecies, video. quo pertinet ergo 
Proceros odiſſe lupos? quia ſcilicet illis 
Majorem natura modum dedit, his breve pondus. 
Jejunus raro ſtomachus vulgaria temnit. 

+ Porreftium magno magnum ſpefare catino 
Vellem, ait Harpyus gula digna rapacibus. At vos, 
Præſentes Auſtri, coquite horum opſonia; quamquam 
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V. 25. Oldfield.) This eminent glutton ran through a for- 
tune of fifteen hundred pounds a-year in the ſimple luxury 
of good eating. 

V. 26. Hog barbecu'd, &c.] A Weſt-Indian term of glut- 


| tony; a hug roaſted whole, ſtuffed with ſpice, and baſtcd 


with Madeira wine, 
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- By what Criterion do you eat, d'ye think, | 
If this is-priz'd for ſweetneſs, that for ſtink? 30 
"When the tir'd glutton labours thro” a treat, 
He finds no reliſh in the ſweeteſt meat, 
He calls for ſomething bitter, ſomething ſour, 
And the rich feaſt concludes extremely poor : 
Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives ſtill we ſee; 33 
'Thus much is left of old Simplicity ! 
+ The Robin-red-breaſt till of late had reſt, 
And children ſacred held a Martin's neſt, 
Till Becca-ficos ſold ſo dev'liſh dear | 
To one that was, or would have been, a Peer. 40 
Let me extol a Cat, on oyſters fed, 
I'll have a party at the Bedford-head ; 
Or ev'n to crack live Crawfiſh recommend, 
I'd never doubt at Court to make a friend. 
| *Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 43 
About one vice, and fall into the other : 


- Putet aper rhombuſque recens, mala copia quando 
_ Zgrum ſollicitat ſtomachum ; cum rapula plenus 
Atque acidas mavult inulas. needum omnis abacta 

Pauperies epulis regum: nam vilibus ovis 

Nigriſque eſt oleis hodie locus. Haud ita pridem 
Galloni præconis erat acipenſere menſa 

Infamis. quid ? tum rhombos minus æquora alebant ? 

+ Tutus erat rhombus, tutoque ciconia nido, 

Donec vos auctor docuit pretorius. ergo 

+ Si quis nunc mergos ſuaves edixerit %s, 

Parebit pravi docilis Romana juventus. 

| Sordidus a tenui victus diſtabit, Ofello 

Judice: nam fruſtra vitiam vitaveris iſtud, 


NoTE. 
. 42. Bedſord- he 2d. ] A famous Eating-houſe, 
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Between Exceſs and Famine lyes a mean; 

Plain, but not ſordid ; thp' not ſplendid, clean. 
* Avidien, or his Wife (no matter which, 

For him you'll call a + dog, and her a bitch) S 

Sell their preſented partridges and fruits, 

And humbly live on rabbits and on roots: 

One half-pint bottle ſerves them both to dine, 

And is at once their vinegar and wine. 

But on ſome || lucky day (as when they found 55 

A loſt Bank bill, or heard their ſon was drown'd) 

At ſuch a feaſt, $ old vinegar to ſpare, 

Is what two ſouls ſo gen'rous cannot bear : 

Oil, tho' it ſtink, they drop by drop impart, 

But ſowſe the cabbage” with a bounteous heart. 6&5 
+ He knows to live, who keeps the middle ſtate, 

And neither leans on this fide, nor on that; 

Nor ** ſtops, for one bad cork, his butler's pay, 

Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away; 


— T * — 


$i te alio pravus detorſeris. * Avidienus, 

+ Cui Canis ex vero ductum cognomen adhzret, 

Quinquennes oleas eſt, et fylveſtria corna; 

t Ac, niſi mutatum, parcit defundere vinum; et 

Cujus odorem olei nequeas perferre (licebit 

Ille repotia, natales, alioſque dierum 

} Feftos albatus celebret) cornu ipſe bilibri 

Caulibus inſtillat, $ veteris non parcus aceti. | 

Quali igitur victu ſapiens utetur, et horum 

Utrum imitabitur ? hac urget lupus, hac canis, aĩunt. 

A Mundus erit, qua non offendat ſordibus, atque 

In neutram partem cultus miſer. Hic neque ſervis 

Abut i ſenis exemplo, dum munia didit, 
C 2 
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Nor lets, like [| Nzvius, ev'ry error paſs, 6s 
The muſty wine, foul cloth, or greaſy glaſs. 
$ Now hear what bleſſings Temperance can bring: 
(Thus ſaid our friend, and what he ſaid I ſing) 
** Firſt Health: The ſtomach (cramm'd fromev'ry diſh, 
A tomb of boil'd and roaſt, and fleſh and fiſh, 70 
Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar,. 
And all the man is one inteſtine war) 
Remembers oft ff the School-boy's ſimple fare, 
The temp' rate ſleeps, and ſpirits light as air. 
How pale, each Worſhipful and Rev'rend gueſt 75 
Riſe from a Clergy, or a City feaſt ! | 
What life in all that ample body, ſay? 
What heav'nly particle infpires the clay ? 
The Soul ſubſides, and wickedly inclines | 
To ſeem. but mortal, ev'n in ſound Divines. 8a 
On morning wings how active ſprings the Mind 
That leaves the load of yeſterday behind! 
How eaſy ev'ry labour it purſues ! 
How coming to the Poet ev'ry Muſe ! 


— 
* 


Sevus erit; nee fic ut ſimplex Nævius, undtam 
Convivis præbebit aguam : vitium hoc quoque magnum. 
$ Accipe nunc, victus tenuis quæ quantaque ſecum 
Atﬀerat. ** In primis valeas bene; nam variz res 
Ut noceant homini, credas, memor illius eſcæ, 
Quz ſimplex, ++ olim tibi ſederit. at ſimul aſſis 
Miſcueris elixa, ſimul conchylia turdis; ; 
Dulcia ſe in bilem vertent, ſtomachoque tumultum. 
Lenta feret pituita, + Vides, ut pallidus omnis 
Cena deſurgat dubia ? quin corpus onuſtum 
Heſternis vitiis animum quoque pregravat una, 
Atque afhgit humo divine particulam auræ. 
* Alter, ubi dicto citius curata ſopori 
Membra dedit, vegetus præſcripta ad munia ſurgit. 


Sat. II. oF HORACE. 9 

Not but we may exceed, ſome holy time, 85 

Or tir'd in ſearch of Truth or ſearch of Rhyme: 

Ill health ſome juſt indulgence may engage; 

And more the ſickneſs of long life, Old age: 

t For fainting Age what cordial drop remains, 

If our intemp'rate Youth the veſſel drains ? 99 - 
* Our fathers prais'd rank Ven'ſon. You ſuppoſe, 

Perhaps, young men! our fathers had no noſe. 

Not ſo: a Buck was then a week's repaſt, 

And *twas their point, I ween, to make it laſt; 94 

More pleas'd to keep it till their friends could come, 

Than eat the ſweeteſt by themſelves at home. 

$ Why had not I in thoſe good times my birth, _ 

Ere coxcomb pyes or coxcombs were on carth ? 
Unworthy he the voice of Fame to hear, 

** That ſweeteſt muſic to an honeſt ear; 100 

(For faith, Lord Fanny! you are in the wrong, 

The world's good word is better than a ſong) 

Who has not learn'd, ++ freſh ſturgeon and ham-pye 

Are no rewards for want and infamy ! 


Hic tamen ad melius poterir tranſcurrere quondam ; 
Sive diem feſtum rediens advexerit annus, 

Seu recreare volet tenuatum corpus : ubique 

Accedent anni, et tractari moll ius etas 

Imbecilla volet. + Tibi quidnam accedet ad iſtam, 
Quam puer et validus ꝓræſumis, mollitiem; ſeu 
Dura valetudo inciderit, ſeu tarda ſenectus? 

* Rancidumeprumantiqui laudabant : non quia naſus 
Illis nullus erat; fed, credo, hac mente, quod hoſpes 
Tardius adveniens vitiatum commodius, quam 
Integram edax dominus conſumeret. $ hos utinam inter 
Heroas natum tellus me prima tuliſſet. 

** Das aliquid fame, quæ carmine gratior aurem 
Occupet humanam ? grandes rhombi, patinzque 
Grande ferunt una 1 ra damno dececus. adde 
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When Luxury has lick'd up all thy pelf, 105 
Curs'd by thy $ neighbours, thy truſtees, thyſelf ;. 
'To friends, to fortune, to mankind a ſhame, 

Think how poſterity will treat tKy name; 
And * buy a rope, that future times may tell 

Thou haſt at leaſt beſtow'd one penny well. 110: 
+ ©* Right, cries his Lordſhip, for a rogue in need 

« To have a taſte, is inſolence indeed: 

In me 'tis noble, ſuits my birth and ſtate, 

« My. wealth unwieldy, f and my heap too great.” 
Then, like the Sun, let Bounty ſpread. her ray, 115 
And ſhine that ſuperfluity away. . 

Oh Impudence of wealth! with all thy ſtore, 

How dar'ſt. thou let one worthy man be poor ? 

Shall half the || new-built churches round thec fall? 
Make Keys, build Bridges, or repair White-hall : 120 
Or to thy Country let that heap be lent, | 
As M**o's was, but not at five per cent. 

** Who thinks that fortune cannot change her mind, 
Prepares a dreadful jeſt for all mankind. "= 
And A ho ſtands ſafeſt? tell me, is it he 125 
That ſpreads and ſwells in puff d Proſperity, 
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$ Iratum patruum, vicinos, te tibi iniquum, 
Et fruſtra mortis cupidum, cum deerit egenti 
As, laguei pretium. 

+ Jure, inquit Trauſius, iſtis . 
Jurgatur verbis: ego vectigalia magna, 
Divitiaſque habeo tribus amplas regibus. + Ergo, 
Quod ſuperat, non eſt melius quo inſumere poſſis? 
Cur eget indignus guiſytam, te divite ? quare 


| Templa ruunt antigui Deum! cur, improbe, caræ 
Non aliquid patriæ tanto emetiris acervo ? 

Uni nimirum tibi recte ſemper erunt res? 

O magnus poſthac inimicis riſus! uterne 


+} Ad caſus dubios fidet ſibi certius ? hic, qui 
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Or bleſt with little, whoſe preventing care 

In peace provides fit arms againſt a war? ſthoughr, 
* Thus BETHEL ſpoke, who always ſpeaks his 

And always thinks the very thing he ought: 130. 

His equal mind I copy what I can, 

And as I love, would imitate the Man. 

In South-ſca days not happier, when ſurmis'd 

The Lord of "Thouſands, than if now + Excis'd; 

Is, foreſt planted by a Father's hand, 139. 

Than in five acres now of rented land; 

Content with little I can piddle here 

On $ brocoli and mutton, round the year: 

But t ancient friends (tho' poor, or out of play) 

That touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 140. 

Tis true, no || turbots dignify my boards, 

But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords : 


Pluribus aſſuèrit mentem corpuſque ſuperbum; 


An qui contentus parvo metuenſque futuri, 
In pace, ut ſapiens, aptarit idonea bello ? 

Quo magis his credas : puer hunc ego parvus - 
Integris opibus novi non latius uſum, [ fellum . 
Quam nunc f acci/is. Videas, metato in agello, 

Cum pecore et gnatis, fortem mercede colonum, 
Non ego, narrantem, temere edi luce profeſta 
Quidquam, przter. $ lus fumoſz cum pede pernæ. 
Ac mihi ſeu g longum poſt tempus venerat hoſpes, 
ive operum vacuo gratus conviva.per imbrem 
Vicinus; bene erat, non piſcibas urbe petitis, 

Sed pullo atque hedo: tum || penſiles uva ſecundas 


NoTE. 

V. 133. In South-Sea days not happier, &c. ] Mr Pope 
had South-ſea ſtock, which he did no: (ell out. It was va: 
* at between twenty and thirty.thoutand pounds When: 
x fell, | 
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To Hounſlow-heath I point and Banſted-down, 
Thence comes your mutton, and theſe chicks my on: 
From yon old walnut-tree a ſhow'r ſhall fall; 148 
And grapes, long lipg'ring on my only wall, 

And tigs from ſtandard and eſpalier join; 

The dev'l is in you if you cannot dine: 

Then + chearful healths, (your Miſtreſs. ſhall have 

place), 
And, what's more rare, a Poet ſhall ſay Grace. 150 
Fortune not much of humbling me can boaſt : 

Tho' double tax'd, how little have 1 loſt! 

My Life's amuſements have been juſt the. ſame, 
Before, and after t Standing Armies came. 

My lands are fold, my father's houſe is gone; 153 
T'll hire another's ; is not that my own, 

And yours, my friends? through whoſe free-op'ning 

gate 

None comes too early, none departs too late; 

(For I, who hold ſage Homer's rule the beſt, 
Welcome the coming, ſpeed the going gueſt.) 160 
* Pray Heav'n it laſt!-(cries SWIFT!) as you go on. 
« I with to God this houſe had been your own : 
* Pity! to build, without a ſon or wife ; 
„Why, you'll enjoy it only all your life.” 
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Et nux * ornabat menſas, cum duplice ficu. | 
Peſt hoc ludus erat + cuppa potare magiſtra: 
Ac venerata Ceres, ita culmo ſurgeret alto, 
Explicuit vino contractæ ſeria frontis. 
Sæviat atque novos moveat Fortuna tumultus! 
Quantum hinc imminuet? quanto aut ego parcius, 
aut vos, 
© pueri, nituiſtis, ut hoc t novus incola venit.? 
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Well, if the uſe be mine, can it concern one, 163 
Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon? 
What's f Property? dear Swift ! you ſee it alter 
From you to me, from me | to Peter Walter; 

Or, in a mortgage, prove a Lawyer's ſhare; 

Or, in a jointure, vaniſh from the heir; 170 
Or in pure || equity (the caſe not clear) 

The Chanc'ry takes your rents for twenty year : 

At beſt, it falls to ſome *® ungracious ſon, 

Who cries, © My father's damn'd, and all's my own.” 
F Shades, that to Bacon could retreat atford, 175 
Become the portion of a booby Lord; 


— 
—_ 


— 


Nam f proprie telluris herum natura neque illum, 
Nec me, nec quemquam ſtatuit. nos expulit ille; 
Illum aut + nequities aut vi inſcitia juris, 
Poſtremum expellet certe * vivacior heres, 

$ Nunc ager Umbreni fub nomine, nuper Ofelli 
Dictus erat : nulli proprius; ſed cedit in uſum 


NoTE. 

V. 165, Well, i the uſe be mine, c.] In a letter to this 
Mr Bethel, of March 20, 1743, he ſays, My landlady, 
Mrs Vernon, being dead, this garden and houſe are of- 
fered me in ſale; and, I believe, (together with the cot- 
tages on each ſide my graſsplot next the Thames), will 
come at about a thouſand pounds. If I thought any very 
« particular friend would be pleaſed to live in it after my 
death, (for, as it is, it ſerves all my purpoſes as well 
« during life), I would purchaſe it ; and more particularly 
could I hope two things, That the friend who ſhould like 
it, was ſo much younger and healthier than myſelf, as to 
have a proſpect of its continuing his ſome years longer, 
than I can of its continuing mine. But moſt of thoſe I 
love are travelling out of the world, not into it; and 
* unleſs I have ſuch a view given me, I have no vanity 
nor pleaſure that does not ſtop ſhort of the grave.“ — 80 
that we ſee, what ſome of his friends would not believe, 
dis thoughts in proſe and verſe were the ſame, 


* 
w 
4 << 


1 IMITATTONS, Ae. Bock II. 
And Hemſley, once proud Buckingham's delight, 
Slides to a Scriv'ner or a city Knight. 


1 Let lands and houſes have what lords they will, 
Let Us be fix d, and our own maſters ſtill. 180 


— . 


r 


Nunc mihi, nunc alii. f quocirca vivite fortes, 
Fortiaque adverſis opponite pectora rebus. 


Nor. 


Y. . — freud Buctingham z, &c. ] Villiers Duke of 
gham. 


II. 121 


| THE ; 
FIRST EPISTLE *" 
1 OF THE ; 

FIRST BOOK 


O F 


„ OE arts oo 


IMITATED. 


To L. BoLinGnronE. 


T Jon, whoſe love indulg'd my labours paſt, 
Matures my preſent, and ſhall bound my laſt! 
Why * will you break the Sabbath of my days? 
Now fick alike of Envy and of Praiſe. 
Public too long, ah let me hide my Age! 3 
See modeſt + Cibber now has left the Stage: 


E107 OS & 4 . 


RIMA dicte mihi, ſumma dicende camena, 

* Spectatum ſatis, et donatum jam rude, quzris, 
Mzcenas, iterum antiquo me includere ludo. 
Non eadem eſt ztas, non mens. + Veianius, armis 


NoTE. 
V. 3. Sabbath of my days ?] i. e. The 49th year, the age 
of the autlior. 
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Our Gen'rals now, | retir'd to their Eſtates, 

Hang their old Trophies o'er the Garden gates, 

In Life's cool Ev'ning ſatiate of Applauſe, 

Nor || fond of bleeding, ev'n in Bxvnswick's cauſe, 
A voice there is, that whiſpers in my ear, 11 

('Tis Reaſon's voice, which ſometimes one can hear) 

« Friend Pope! be prudent, let your + Muſe take 

And never gallop Pegaſus to death; [breath, 

&« Leſt ſtiff, and ſtately, void of fire or force, 'T; 

* You limp, like Blackmore, on a Lord Mayor's horſe.“ 
Farewell then 5 Verſe, and Love, and ev'ry Toy, 

The Rhymes and Rattles of the Man or Boy; _ 

What + right, what true, what fit we juſtly call, 


Let this be all my care—for this is All; 20 
To lay this t harveſt up, and hoard with haſte 


What ev'ry day will want, and moſt the laſt. 


+ Herculis ad poſtem fixis, latet abditus agro; 
Ne populum || extrema toties exoret arena. 

* Eſt mihi purgatam crebro qui perſonet aurem; 
Solve + ſeneſcentem mature ſanus equum, ne 
Peccet ad extremum ridendus, et ilia ducat. 

Nunc itaque et $ verſus, et cetera ludicra pono : 

Quid ++ verum atque decens, curo et rogo, et omnis in 
hoc ſum : 

tt Condo, et compono, quæ mox depromere _ 


NoTES. 
. 10. 01, in Brunſwick's cauſe.) In the former 
editions it was Britain's cauſe. But the terms are ſyno- 


nimous. 
V. 16. You limp, lite Blackmore, on a Lord Mayor's 


horſe.) The fame of this heavy Poet, however problema:i- 
cal elſewhere, was univerſally received in the City of Lon- 
don, His verſification is here exactly deſcribed; tiff, and 
not ſtrong; Rtately, and yet dull, like the ſober and flows 
paced Animal generally employed to mount the Lord Mayor; 
aud therefore lere kumorouſly oppoſed to Pegaſus, 

I 


0 


But aſk not to what || Doctors I apply? 
Sworn to no Maſter, of no Sect am I: 
As drives the $ ſtorm, at any door I knock, 25 
And houſe with Montagne now, or now with Locke : 
Sometimes a Patriot, active in debate, 
Mix with the World, and battle for the State, 
Free as young Lyttleton, her cauſe purſue, x 
Still true to Virtue, + and as warm as true: 30 
Sometimes with Ariſtippus, or St Paul, 
Indulge my candor, and grow all to all; 
Back to my f native Moderation flide, 
And win my way by yielding to the tide. 

** Long, as to him who works for debt, the day, 
Long as the Night to her whoſe Love's away, 36 


"1 


— * 


— 


Ac ne forte roges, ||. quo me duc, quo Lare tuter: 

Nullius addictus jurare in verba magiſtri, 

$ Quo me cunque rapit tempeſtas, deferor boſpes. 

Nunc agilis io, et merſor * civilibus undis, 

Virtutis verz cuſtos, + rigidv/que ſatelles: 

Nunc in (a) Ariſtippi | furtim precepta relabor, 

Et mihi res, non me rebus, ſubjungere conor. 
Ut nox longa, quibus mentitur amica: dieſque 

Lenta videtur opus debentibus : ut piger annus 


NoTEs. 

V. 26. And houſe with Montagne now, of now with 
Locke. J i, e. Chuſe either an active or contemplative life, 
as is moſt fitted tu the ſeaſon and circumſtances.-For he 
regarded theſe writers as the beſt ſchools to form a man for 
the world, or to give him a knowledge of himſelf; Mon- 
tagne excelling, i in his obſervations on ſocial and civil life; 
and Locke, in developing the faculties, and cxplaining the 
operations of the human mind. 

(a) Omnis Ariſtippum decuit color, et ſtatus, et res. 


Vor. III. | D 
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Long as the Year's dull circle ſeems to.run, 
When the briſk Minor pants for twenty-one : 
So ſlow th' $ unprofitable moments roll, 
That lock up all the Functions of my ſoul; 
That keep me from myſelf; and ſtill delay 
Life's inſtant bus'neſs to a future day: 


That * taſk, which as we follow, or deſpiſe, . 
The eldeſt is a foot, the youngeſt wiſe: 
Which done, the pooreſt can no wants endure; 45 
And which not done, the richeſt muſt be poor. 

+ Late as it is, I put myſelf to ſchool, 
And feel ſome + comfort not to be a fool. 
{| Weak tho' I am of limb, and ſhort of ſight, 
Far from a Lynx, and not a Giant quite; 59 
I'll do what Mead and Cheſelden adviſe, 
To keep theſe limbs, and to preſerve theſe eyes. 


22 _ — 
Pupillis, quos dura premit cuſtodia matrum: 
Sic mihi tarda 5 fluunt ingrataque tempora, quæ ſpem 
Confiliumque morantur agendi gnaviter * id, quod 
que pauperibus prodeſt, locupletibus æque, 
que neglectum pueris ſenibuſque nocebit. 


+ Reſtat, ut his ego meipſe regam ſ ſolerque ele mentis: 


Non poſſis oculo quantum contendere Lynceus; 


NoTE. 

V. 5r. I'll do what Mead] Mr Pope highly eſteemed 
and loved this worthy man, whoſe unaffected humanity and 
benevolence have ſtifled much of that envy which his emi - 
nence in his profeſſion would otherwiſe have drawn out, 
Speaking of his obligations to this great phyſician and o- 
thers of the faculty, in a letter to Mr Allen, about a month 
before his death, he ſays, © Tlere is no end of my kind 
©< treatment from the faculty; they are in general the mot 
© amiable companiens, and the beſt friends, as well as tie 
e moſt learned men I Know.“ | 


* 
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Not to $ go back, is ſomewhat to advance, 
And men muſt walk at leaſt before they dance. 

Say, does thy * blood rebel, thy boſom move 55 
With wretched Av'rice, or as wretched Love? 
Know, there are Words, and Spells, which can controul 
+ Between the fits this Fever of the foul : 

Know, there are Rhymes, which b freſh and freſh 
apply'd, 

Will cure the arrant'ſt Puppy of his Pride. 60 

Be || furious, envious, flothful, mad, or drunk, 

** Shve to a Wife, or Vaſſal to a Punk, 

A Switz, a High-Dutch, or a Low-Dutch + Bear ; 

All that we afk is but a patient cas. 

it 'Tis the firſt Virtue, Vices to abhor; 65 
And the firſt Wiſdom, to be I'ool no more. 

But to the world no + bugbear is ſo great, 
As want of Figure, and a fmall Eſtate. 


Non tamen idcirco contemnas lippus inungi: 
Nec, quia deſperes invicti membra Glyconis, 
Nodoſa corpus nolis prohibere chiragfa. 

Eſt quadam prodire 5 tenus, fi non datur ultra. 

* Fervet avaritia, miſeroque cupidine pectus? 
Sunt verba et voces, quibus hunc lenire dolorem 
Poſſis, et F magnam morbi deponere partem. 
Laudis amore tumes ? ſunt 4 certa piacula, quz te 
Ter pure lecto poterunt recreare libello. 

| Invidus, iracundus, iners, vinoſus, ** amator ; 
Nemo + adeo ferus eſt, ut non miteſcere poſſit, 
Si modo culturz patientem commodet aurem. 

t Virtus eſt, vitium fugere; ut ſapientia prima, 
Stultitia caruiſſe. vides, quæ {4 maxima credis 
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To either India fee the Merchant fly, 
Scar'd at the ſpectre of pale Poverty! 70 


See him, with pains of body, pangs of ſoul, 
Burn through the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole! 
Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end, 
Nothing, to make Philoſophy thy friend? 
To ſtop thy fooliſh views, thy long deſires, 735 
And } eaſe thy heart of all that it admires ? 
Here, Wiſdom calls: 8 Seck Virtue firſt, be bald 
« As Gold to Silver, Virtue is ta Gold.“ 
There, London's voice, Get Money, Money ſtill! 
And then let Virtue follow, if ſhe will.“ 80 
This, this the ſaving doctrine, preach'd to all, 
From ++ low St James's up to high St Paul; 
From him whoſe j}} qualls ſtand quiver'd at his ear, 
To him who, notches ſticks at Weſtminſter. 

Barnard in ** ſpirit, ſenſe, and truth abounds ; 8s. 
Pray then, what wants he?” Fourſcore thouſand 
pounds; 


——_—— — 


Eſſe mala, exiguum cenſum, turpemque repulſam, — 
Quanto devites animi capitiſque labore. ; 
1mpiger extremos curris mercator ad Indos, | 
Per g mare pauperiem fugiens, per ſaxa, per ignes: 
Ne cures || ea, quz ſtulte miraris et optas, a 
Diſcere, et audire, et meliori credere non vis? 
Quis circum pagos et circum compita pugnax | 


Magna coronari contemna: Olympia, cui ſpes, | 
Cui fit conditio dulcis ſine pulvere palmz ? 
s Vilius argentum eſt auro, virtutibus aurum. ; 


O cives, cives ! quzrenda pecunia primum eſt; 
Virtus poſt nummos :” hec 4 Janus ſummus ab im 
Prodocet : hæc recinunt juvenes dictata ſeneſque, 
tt Lævo ſuſpenſi loculos tabulamque lacerto. 

Eſt ** animus tibi, ſunt mores, eſt lingua, ſideſque: 


nl en. av 


A penſion, or ſuch Harneſs for a ſlave 
As Bug now has, and Dorimant would have. 
Barnard, thou art a $ Cit, with all thy worth; 
But Bug and D**], Their Hoxours, and fo forth. 90 

Yet ev'ry * child another ſong will ſing, 
« Virtue, brave boys! tis Virtue makes a King.“ 
True, conſcious Honour is to ſeel no fin, 
He's arm'd without that's innocent within : 
Be this thy + Screen, and this thy Wall of Braſs; 93 
Compar'd to this a Miniſter's an Aſs. 

And fay, to which ſhall our applauſe belong, 
This new Court-jargon, or the good old Song: 
The modern language of corrupted Peers, 99 
Or what was ſpoke at || CkessY and PoiTIERs ? 
$ Who counſels beſt? who whiſpers, ** Be but great, 
„With Praiſe or Infamy, leave that to Fate; 
« Get Place and Wealth, if poſſible, with grace; 
« If not, by any means, get Wealth and Place.” 
For what? To have a ** Box where Eunuchs ſing, 
And foremoſt in the Circle cye a King. 106 


Sed quadringentis ſex ſeptem millia deſint, 
$ Plebs eris. * at pueri ludentes, Rex eris, aiunt, 
Si recte facies. Hic + murus abeneus eſto, 
Nil con ſcire fabi, nulla palleſcere culpa. 

Roſcia, dic ſodes, melior lex, an puerorum eſt 
Nænia, quæ regnum recte facientibus oſſert, 
Et maribus || Curiis et decantata Camillis ? 

lune tibi melius ſuadet, qui, Rem facias; rem, 
« $1 poſſis, recte; ſi non, quocunque modo rem. 
Ut ** propius ſpectes lacrymoſa potmata Pupi! 
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Or + he, who bids thee face with ſteady view 

Proud Fortune, and look ſhallow Greatneſs thro* 5 

And, f while he bids thee, ſets th' Example too? 

Tf || ſuch a Doctrine, in St James's air, 110 

Shou'd chance to make the well-dre{s'd Rabble ſtare; 

If honeſt S**z take ſcandal at a Spark, 

That leſs admires the & Palace than the Park: 

Faith, I ſhall give the anſwer * Reynard gave; 

I cannot like, dread Sir, your Royal Cave; 115 

« Becauſe I ſee, by all the tracks about, 

„Full many a Beaſt go in, but none come out.” | 

Adieu to Virtue, if you're once a Slave: ; 

Send her to Court, you ſend her to her grave. | 
Well, if a King's a Lion, at the leaſt 120 

The ++ People are a many-headed Beaſt: 


. me. ß. 


1 


Can they direct what meaſures to purſue, 


Who know themfelves ſo little what to do? ; 
Alike in nothing but one Luſt of Gold, 

Juſt half the land would buy, and half be fold : 123 
Their 1 Country's wealth our mightier Mifers drain, 
Or croſs, to plunder Provinces, the Main; 


— 


An, f qui fortunz te reſponſare ſuperbæ 
Liberum et erectum, f præ ſens hortatur et aptat? 
Quod fi me Populus Romanus forte roget, cur 
Non, ut 5 porticibus, ſic judiciis fruar iſdem; 
Nec ſequar aut fugiam, quæ diligit ipſe vel odit: 
Olim quod “ vulpes ægroto cauta leoni 
Reſpondit, referam : Quia me veſtigia terrent 
Omnia te adverſum ſpectantia, nulla retrorſum. 
Tt Belua maltorum es capitum. nam quid ſequar, aut 
quem? a 


Pars hominum geſtit ii conducere publica: ſunt qui 


* 


0 
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The reſt, ſome farm the Poor- box, ſome the Pews; 
Some keep Aſſemblies, and would keep the Stews; 
Some || with fat Bucks on childleſs dotards fawn; 130 
Some win rich Widows by their Chine and Brawn ; 
While with the ſilent growth of ten per cent. 

In dirt and darkneſs, $ hundreds ſtink content. 

Of all theſe ways, if each“ purſues his own, / 
Satire, be kind, and let the wretch alone: 133 
But ſhew me one who has it in his pow'r 
To act conſiſtent with himſelf an hour. 

Sir Job + ſaid forth, the ev'ning bright and till, 

« No place on earth (he cry'd) like Greenwich hill!“ 

Up ſtarts a. Palace; lo, th' obedient baſe | 

Slopes at its foot, the woods its fides embrace, | 

The ſilver Thames reflects its marble face. 

Now let ſome whimſy, or that I Dev'l within | 

Which guides all thoſe who know not what they 
mean, | 

But give the Knight (or give his Lady) ſpleen ; 

« Away, away! take all your ſcaffolds down, 146 

“ For Snug's the word: My dear! we'll livein'Fown.”* 

At am'rous Flavio is the + ſtocking thrown ? 
That very night he longs to ly alone. 
| Cruſtis et pomis viduas venentur avaras, 
Excipiantque ſenes, quos in vivaria mittant : 
Multis occulto creſcit res fenore. verum 
Eſto, aliis alios rebus ſtudiiſque tenert : 

Iidem eadem poſſunt horam durare probantes? 

+ Nullus in orbe finus Balis przlucct amœnis, 

Si dixit dives; + lacus et mare ſentit amorem 
Feſtinantis heri : cui ſi g vitioſa libifo 
Fecerit auſpicium; eras ferramenta Teanum 


Tolletis, fabri. # lectus genialis in aula eſt? 
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§ The Fool, whoſe wife elopes ſome thrice a quarter, 
For matrimonial ſolace dies a martyr. 151 
Did ever ** Proteus, Merlin, any witch, 
Transform themſelves ſo ſtrangely as the Rich? 5 
Well, but the f Poor The Poor have the ſame itch ; 
They change their t weekly Barber, :veek!y News, 
Prefer a new Japanner to their ſhoes, 
Di:charge their Garrets, move their beds, and run 
(T ey know not whither) in a chaiſe and one; 
They hire their ſculler, and when once abroad, 
Grow ſick, and damn the clunate—like a Lord. 160 
I You laugh, half Beau, half Sloven if I ſtand, 
My wig all powder, and all ſnuff my band; 
You laugh, if coat and breeches ſtrangely vary, 
White gloves, and linen worthy Lady Mary! 
But when + no Prelate's Lawn with hair-ſhirt lin'd, 
Is half fo incoherent as my mind, 166 
When (each opinion with the next at ſtrife, 
One || ebb and flow of follies all my life) 
I $$ plant, root up; I build, and then confound; 
Turn round to ſquare, and ſquare again to round; 


—_—_ 


Nil ait eſſe prius, melius nil cœlibi vita: 
S Si non eſt, jurat bene ſolis eſſe maritis. 

Quo teneam vultus mutantem Protea nodo?ꝰ 
Quid H pauper? ride: mutat it cenacula, lectos, 
Balnea, ton ſores; conducto navigio æque 
Nauſeat, ac locuples quem ducit priva triremis. 

+ Si curatus inæguali tonſore capillos 
Occurro; rides. ſi forte ſubucula pexæ 
Trita ſubeſt tunicæ, vel ſi toga diſſidet impar ; 
Rides. quid, f mea cum pugnat ſent entia ſecum; 
Quod petiit, ſpernit; repetit quod nuper omiſit; 
Aeſtuat, ct vitz diſconvenit ordine toto; 

989 Diruit, adificat, mutat quadrata rotundis? 
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$5 You never change one muſcle of your face, 172. 

You think this madneſs but'a common caſe, 

Nor * once to Chanc'ry, nor to Hale apply; 

Yet hang your kp, to fee 4 Seam awry ! 

Careleſs how ill I with myſelf agree, 175 

Kind to my dreſs, my figure, not to Me. 

Is this my + Guide, Philoſopher, and Friend? 

This he who loves me, and who ought to mend; 

Who ought to make me (what he can, or none) 

That man divine, whom Wiſdom calls her own; 180 

Great without Title, without Fortune bleſs'd ; 

Rich þev'n when plunder d; [| honour'd 3 
preſs d; 

Lov'd $ without youth, and followed without power; 

At home, tho' cxil'd ; free, tho' in the Tower; 

In ſhort, that reas'ning, high, immortal Thing, 183 

Juſt ++ leſs than Jove, and ſ much above a King, 

Nay, half in heavn— H except (what's mighty _ 

A fit of vapours clouds this Demi-God ? 


88 Inſanire putas ſolennia me, ncque rides, 
Nec * medici credis, nec curatoris egere 
A Pretore dati; rerum f tutela mearum 
Cum ſis, et prave ſectum ſtomacheris ob unguem, 
De te pendentis, te reſpicientis amici. 

Ad ſummam, ſapiens uno g minor eſt Fove, || dives, 
Liber,“ honoratus, + pulcher, it rex denique re- 
Præcipue ſanus, Il gift cum pituita moleſta eſt. [gum ; 
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§ The Fool, whoſe wife elopes ſome thrice a quarter, 4 
For matrimonial ſolace dies a martyr. TY 3 
Did ever ** Proteus, Merlin, any witch, ris 
Transform themſelves ſo ſtrangely as the Rich? C 
Well, but the H Poor The Poor have the ſame itch ; a: 


They change their tt weekly Barber, :veek!y News, wn 
Prefer a new Japanner to their ſhoes, 
Di:charge their Garrets, move their beds, and run 


(T ey know not whither) in a chaiſe and one; - 
They hire their ſculler, and when once abroad, | ' 


Grow ſick, and damn the climate—like a Lord. 160 
+ You laugh, half Beau, half Sloven if I ſtand, 

My wig all powder, and all ſnuff my band; 

You laugh, if coat and breeches ſtrangely vary, 

- White gloves, and linen worthy Lady Mary! 

But when + no Prelate's Lawn with hair-ſhirt lin'd, 

Is half ſo incoherent as my mind, | 166 

When (each opinion with the next at ſtrife, 

One || ebb and flow of follies all my life) 

I $$ plant, root up; I build, and then confound; 

Turn round to ſquare, and ſquare again to round; 


Mt 


Nil ait eſſe prius, melius nil cœlibi vita: 
S Si non eſt, jurat bene ſolis eſſe maritis. 

Quo teneam vultus mutantem Protea nodoꝰ 
Quid ++ pauper? ride: mutat it cœnacula, lectos, 
Balnea, ton ſores; * conduQto navigio æque 
Nauſeat, ac locuples quem ducit priva triremis. 5 

. ; . F 

+ Si curatus inequali tonſore capillos 1 
Occurro; rides. ſi forte ſubucula pexæ 
Trita ſubeſt tunicæ, vel ſi toga diſſidet impar ; 

Rides. quid, f mea cum pugnat ſententia ſecum; 
Quod petiit, ſpernit; repetit quod nuper omiſit; 
Aeſtuat, et vitæ diſconvenit ordine toto; 

99 Diruit, adificat, mutat quadrata rotundis? 
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$ You never change one muſcle of your face, 172. 
ou think this madneſs but'a common caſe, 

or * once to Chanc'ry, nor to Hale apply; 

et hang your Ep, to fee a Seam awry! | 
| areleſs how ill I with myſelf agree, 175 
ind to my dreſs, my figure, not to Me. 
s this my + Guide, Philoſopher, and Friend? 
his he who loves me, and who ought to mend; 
ho ought to make me (what he can, or none) 
That man divine, whom Wiſdom calls her own; 180 
reat without Title, without Fortune bleſs'd; 
ich þev'n when plunder'd; || honour'd while op- 
preſs'd; 
Lov'd $ without youth, and followed alien power; 
At home, tho' cxil'd ; ** free, tho' in the Tower; 
n ſhort, that reas'ning, high, immortal Thing, 183 
Juſt ++ leſs than Jove, and {| much above a King, 
Nay, half in heav'n—{||| except (what's mighty ond 
fit of vapours clouds this Demi-God ? 


„„ — 1 


v5 Wanne putas ſolennia me, neque rides, 
Nec * medici credis, nec curatoris egere 
A Pretore dati; rerum Þ tutcla mearum 
Cum ſis, et prave ſectum ſtomacheris ob unguem, 
De te pendentis, te reſpicientis amici. 

Ad ſummam, ſapiens uno | minor eſt Jove, || dives, 
Liber,“ honoratus, ++ pulcher, if rex denique re- 
Præcipue ſanus, Il aifi cum pituita moleſta eſt. [gum ; 
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IMTT ATE p. | 


To Mr Monk v. ur 


40 OT to admire is all the art I know, 'h 
'Y To make men happy, and to keep them fo." Wh, 
(Plain truth, dear Mx kA, needs no flow'rs of i! 
ſpeech, 
So take it in the very words of Creech.) a 
* This Vault of Air, tbis congregated Ball, [ 
Self- center d Sun, and Stars that riſe and fall, 


2 


E FPO L A VL 


IL admirari, prope res eſt una, Numici, 
Solaque quz poſſit facere et ſervare beatum. 
® Hunc ſolem et ſtellas, et decedentia certis 


NoTEs. 


V. 4. Creech.] From whoſe tranſlation of Horace the tv 
ficlt lines are taken. 
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here are, my friend! whoſe philoſophic eyes 

ook thro?, and truſt the Ruler with his ſkies; 

o him commit the hour, the day, the year, 

F nd view this dreadful All without a fear. 10 
Admire we then what + Earth's low entrails hold, 

\rabian ſhores, or Indian ſcas infold ; 5 

ll the mad trade of + Fools and Slaves for Gold: 

dr || Popularity? or Stars and Strings? 

he Mob's applauſes, or the gifts of Kings ? IS 

ay with what $ eyes we ought at Courts to gaze, 

And pay the Great our homage of Amaze ? 

If weak the ** pleaſure that from theſe can ſpring, 

he fear to want them is as weak a thing : 

Vhether we dread, or whether we deſire, 10 

either caſe, believe me, we admire; a 

Whether we ++ joy or grieve, the ſame the curſe, , 

urpriz d at better, or ſurpriz'd at worſe. 

hus good or bad, to one extreme betray 

'h' unbalanc'd Mind, and ſnatch the Man away; 

or # Virtue's ſelf may too much zeal be had; 25 

he worſt of Madmen is a Saint run mad. 


empora momentis, ſunt qui * formidine nulla 
nbuti ſpectent. + quid cenſes, munera terre? 

uid, maris extremos Arabas + ditantis et Indos ? 
udicra, quid, || plauſus, et amici dona Quiritis ? 
Vo ſpectando modo, & quo ſenſu credis et ore ? 
Qui timet his adverſa, fere minatur eodem 

uo cupicns pacto: pavor eſt utrobique moleſtus : 
mproviſa ſimul ſpecies exterret wtrumgue : 
Gaudeat, an doleat : cupiat, metuatne; quidadrem, 
, quidquid vidit melius pejuſve ſua ſpe, 

el:x15 oculis animoque et corpore torpet ? 


, 14.1nſan ſapiens nomen ferat, æquus iniqui; 
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+ Go then, and if you can, admire the ſtate 

Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate; 

Procure a TAs r E to double the ſurpriſe, J 

And gaze on { Parian Charms with learned eyes: 

Be ſtruck with bright || Brocade, or Tyrian Dye, 

Our Birth-day Nobles' ſplendid Livery. 

If not ſo pleas'd, at $ Council-board rejoice, 

To ſee their Judgments hang upon thy Voice; 

From * morn to night, at Senate, Rolls, and Hall, 

Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 

But wherefore all this labour, all this ſtrife ? 

For 4+ Fame, for Riches, for a Noble Wife? 

Shall t One whom Nature, Learning, Birth conſpird 
To form, not to admire but be admir'd, 

Sigh, while his Chloe blind to Wit and Worth 

Weds the rich Dulneſs of ſome Son of earth? 

Yet |||] time ennobles, or degrades each Line; 

It brighten'd Craggs's, and may darken thine : 4 

And what is Fame? the meaneſt have their day, 

The Greateſt can but blaze, and paſs away. 

Grac'd as thou art, $$ with all the Power of Word, 

So known, ſo honour'd, at the houſe of Lords: 


cle EE=S S<E- 
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— 


Ultra quam fatis eſt, virtalem ſi petat ipſam, 
I nunc, argentum et marmor vetus, æraque et arte: 
Suſpice; cum gemmis || Tyrios mirare colores : 
Gaude, quod ſpectant oculi te mille 5 loquentem: 
Gnavus * mane forum, et veſpertinus pete tectum 
++ Ne plus frumenti dotalibus emetat agris 
Mutus et (indignum; quod fit neloribus ortus) 
# Hic tibi ſit potius, quam tu mirabilis illi. 
Y AQuicquid ſub terra eſt, in apricum proferet #tas} 


Defodiet condetque nitentia. $$ cum bene notum 
2 
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or rp. vi OF HORA CE, as 
Conſpicuous Scene! another yet is nigh, $9 
(More filent far) where Kings and Poets ly; 
Where Murray (long enough his country's pride) 
Shall be no more than Tully, or than Hyde! 

+ Rack'd with Sciatics, martyr'd with the Stone, 
Will any mortal let himſelf alone? | 35 
Sce Watd, by batter'd Beaus invited over, 

And deſp'rate Miſery, lays hold on Dover. 

The caſe is eaſier in the Mind's diſeaſe; 

There all men may be cur'd, whene'er they pleaſe. 
Would ye be + bleſt ? deſpiſe low joys, low gains 5 


— 
- 


Diſdain whatever Cornbury diſdains; 61 
Be virtuous, and be happy for your pa'ns. 

|| But art thou one whom new opinions ſway, 
One who believes as Tindal leads the way, 
Who Virtne and a Church alike diſowns, 65 
Thinks that but words, and this but brick and ſtones ? 
Fly $ then, on all the wings of wild deſire, 
Admire whate'er the maddeſt can admire : 
Is wealth thy paſhon ? Hence! from Pole to Pole, 
Where winds can carry, or where waves can roll, y6 
For Indian ſpices, for Peruvian Gold, 
Prevent the greedy, or outbid the bold : 


ir 


4; 


ds, 


1 * — 2 a as * et 


tes » © . . . » 
"WW Porticus Agrippæ, et via te eonſpexerit Appi; 


Ire tamen reſtat, Numa * quo devenit et Ancus. 

+ Si latus aut renes morbo tentantur acuto, 

Quzre fugam morbi. f vis recte vivere ? quis nou ? 

di virtus hoc una poteſt dare, fortis omiſſis 

Hoc age deliciis. 7 
virtutem verba putes, et 

Lucum ligna ? S cave ne portus occupet alter: 

Ne Cibyratica, ne Bithyna negotia perdas : 

Vol. III. E 


J IMITATIONS Bock. 
Advance thy golden Mountain to the ſkies ; A 
On the broad baſe of fifty thouſand riſe  * 2 
Add one round hundred, and (if that's not fair) 15 hi 
Add fifty more, and bring it to a ſquare. . 
For, mark th' ad vantage; juſt ſo many ſcore 


Will gain a + Wife with half as many more, K 
Procure her beauty, make that beauty chaſte, T 
And then ſuch 4 Friends—as cannot fail to laſt. 80 8 


A || Man of wealth is dubb'd a Man of worth, - 
Venus ſhall give him Form, and Anſtis Birth. | 
(Believe me, many a 5 German Prince is worſe, 
Who proud of Pedigree, is poor of Purſe.) 
Hs Wealth ** brave Timon gloriouſly confounds ; 8g 
- :Aſk'd for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds; 
| Or if three ladies like a luckleſs Play, 
Take the whole Houſe upon the Poet's day. 
++ Now, in ſuch exigenctes not to need, 
Upon my word, you muſt be rich indeed; 90 
A noble ſuperfluity it craves, 
Not for yourſelf, but for your F>ols and Knaves ; 


—_— 


Mille talenta rotundentur, totidem altera, porro et 
Tertia ſuccedant, et quæ pars quadret acervum. 
Scilicet F uxorem cum dote, fidemque, et f amicos. 

Et genus, et formam, regina || Pecunia donat; 

Ac bene mummatum decorat Suadela, Venuſque. 
Mancipiis locuples, eget æris $ Cappadecum Rex: 
Ne fueris hie tu. chlamydes Lucullus, ut aiunt, 
Si poflet centum ſcenæ præbere rogatus, 

ui poſſum tot? ait: tamen et quæram, et quot ha- 
Mittam : poſt paulo ſcribit, ſibi millia quinque [bebo 
Eſſe domi chlamydum : partem, vel tolleret omnes. 
if Exilis domus eſt, ubi non et.multa ſuperſunt, 


Ep. M. OF H ORA CE. Ir 
Something, which for your Honour they may cheat, 
And which it much becomes you to forget. 
++ If Wealth alone then make and keep us. bleſt, 95 
Still, ſtill be getting, never, never rc. 

But if to Pow'r and Place your paiſion ly, 
If in the Pomp of Life conſiſt the joy; 
Then hire + a Slave, or (if you will) a Lord 
To do the Honours, and to give the Word; 109 
Tell at your Levee, as the Crouds approach, 
To whom + to nod, whom take into your Coach, 
Whom honour with your hand : to make remarks, 
Who || rules ia Cornwall, or who rules in Berks : 
« This may be troubleſome, is near the Chair: 105 
That makes three members, this can chuſe a Mayr.“ 
Inſtructed thus, you bow, embrace, proteſt, | 
Adopt him $ Son, or Coufin at the leaſt, 5 
Then turn about, and ** laugh at your own Jeſt. 

Or if your life be one continu'd Treat, 110 
If tt to ive well means nothing but to eat; 
Up! up ! cries Gluttony, 'tis break of day, 
Go drive the Deer, and drag the finny prey; 


Et dominum fallunt, et pre ſunt furibus. ++ ergo, 
Si res ſola poteſt facere et ſervare beatum, 
Hoc primus repetas opus, hoc poſtremus omittas. 

* Si fortunatum ſpecies et gratia præſtat, 
+ Mercemur ſervum, qui dictet nomina, lævum 
Qui fodicet latus, et + cogat trans pondera dextram 
Porrigere : || Hie mult um in Fabia valet, ille Velina: 
Cui libet, is faſces dabit; eripietque · curule, 
Cui volet, importunns ebur: $ Frater, Pater, adde: 
Ut cuique eſt ætas, ita quemque ** facetus adopta. 
di i bene qui cœnat, bene vivit ; lucet: eamus 

E 2 
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With hounds and horns go hunt an Appetite— 


So H Ruſſel did, but could not eat at night; ng 


Callb'd happy Dog! the Beggar at his door, 
And envy'd Thirſt and Hunger to the Poor. 
Or ſhall we * ev'ry Decency confound, 


Thro' Taverns, Stews, and Bagnios take our round, 
Go dine with Chartres, in each Vice outdo 120 


+ K—I's lewd Cargo, or Ty—y's Crew, 
From Latian Syrens, French Circzan Feaſts, _ 
Return'd well travelbd, and transform'd to Beaſts, 
Or for a titled Punk, or foreign Flame, 
Renounce our j Country, and degrade our Name? 


If, after all, we muſt with || Wilmot own, 126 


The Cordial Drop of Life is Love alone, 
And S wirr cry wiſely, Vive la Bagatelle!“ 
The Man that loves and laughs, muſt ſure do well. 


S Adieu—if this advice appear. the worſt, 130 


E'en take the Counſel which I gave you firſt :- 
Or better Precepts if you can impart, 
Why do, I'll follow them with all my heart. 


Quo dueit gula : piſcemur, venemur, ut H olim 
Gargilius: qui mane plagas, venabula, ſervos, 
Differtum. tranſire forum populumque jubebat, 
nus ut e multis populo ſpectante referret. 
Emtum mulus aprum. * crudi, tumidique lavemur, 
Quid deceat, quid non, obliti ; Cærite cera 
Digni; f remigium vitioſum Ithacenſis Ulyſſei : 
Cui potior } patria fuit interdicta voluptas. 

Si, Mimnermus uti cenſet, fine amore jociſque 
Nil eſt jucundum; vivas in amore jocifque. 

$ Vive, vale. fi quid noviſti rectius iſtis, 
Candidus imperti : ſi non, his utere mecum. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 
To the following Er1sTLE. 


THE Reflections of Horace, and the Judgments paſt 


in his Epiſtle to Auguſtus, ſeemed fo ſeaſonable to 
the preſent Times, that I could not help applying 
them to the uſe of my own Country, The Author 
thought them conſiderable enough to addreſs them 
to his Prince; whom he paints with all the great 
and good qualities of a Monarch, upon whom the 
Romans depended for the Encreaſe of an / late 
Empire. But to make the Poem entirely Engliſh, 
I was willing to add one or two of thoſe which 
contribute to the Happineſs of a Free People, and 
are more conſiſtent with the Welfare of our Neigt- 
bours. | 

his Epiſtle will ſhew the learned World to have 
fallen into Two miſtakes : one, that Augu/trs was 
4 Patron of Poets in general whereas he not only 
prohibited all but the Beſt Writers to name him, 
but recommended that Care even to the Civil Ma- 
giſtrate: Admonebat Pretores, ne paterentur N;men 
ſurm ob ſolefieri, &c. The other, that this piece was 
only a general Diſcourſe of Pretry ; whereas it was 
an Apology for the Prets, in order to render Au- 
guſtus more their Patron. Horace here pleads the 
Cauſe of his Cotemporaries, firlt againſt the I aſte 
of the Town, whoſe humour it was to magnily the 
Authors of the preceding Age; ſecondly, againſt 
the Court and bility, who cncouraged only the 
Writers for the Theatre; and, laſtly, againſt the 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Emperor himſelf, who had conceived them of littk 
_ Uſe to the Government. He ſhews (by a view of 
the Progreſs of Learning, and the Change of Taſte 
among the Romans) that the Introduction of the 
Polite Arts of Greece had given the Writers of 
his Time. great advantages over their Predeceſlors; 

that their Morals were much improved, and the 
hcenſe of thoſe ancient Poets reſtrained : that $4 
tire and Comedy were become more juſt and uſeful; 
that whatever extravagancies were left on the 
Stage, were owing to the Il Taſte of the Nobility; 
that Poets, under due Regulations, were in many 
reſpects uſeful to the State, and concludes, that it 
was upon them the Emperor himſelf muſt depend 
for his Fame with Poſterity. 

We may farther learn from this Epiſtle, that Horace 
made his Court to this Great Prince by writing 
with a decent Freedom toward him, with a juſt 
Contempt of his low Flatterers, and with a many 
Regard to his ewn Character. | 
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IMITATED. 


To AuGusSTUS. 


W yau, great Patron of Mankind! * ſuſtaia.. 
The balanc'd World, and open all the Main; 

Your country, chief in Arms, abroad, defend, 

At home with Morals, Arts, and Laws amend ; 

+ Hew ſhall the Myſe, from ſuch a Monarch, ſteal 3 
An hour, and not defraud the Public Weal ? 


* 


iir 


Ad AuGusSTUM. 


did — 


M tot * ſuſtineas et tanta negot ia ſolus 
Res Italas armis tuteris, moribus ornes, 
Legibus emendes; in + publica commoda peecem, 

Si longo ſermone morer tua tempora, Cæſax. 


* 
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that their Morals were much improved, and the 


We may farther learn from this Epiſtle, that Horace 


Regard to has own Character. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Emperor himſelf, who had conceived them of littk 
_ Uſe to the Government. He ſhews (by a view of 
the Progreſs of Learning, and the Change of Taſte 
among the Romans) that the Introduction of the 
Polite Arts of Greece had given the Writers of 
his Time. great advantages over their Predeceſſors; 


hcenſe of thoſe ancient Poets reſtrained : that $4 
tire and Comedy were become more juſt and uſeful; 
that whatever extravagancies were left on the 
Stage, were owing to the I/ Taſte of the Nobility; 
that Poets, under due Regulations, were in many 
reſpects uſeful to the State, and concludes, that it 
was upon them the Emperor himſelf muſt depend 
for his Fame with Poſterity. 


made his Court to this Great Prince by writing 
with a decent Freedom toward him, with a juſt 
Contempt of his low Flatterers, and with a manly 
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To AuGuUusSTUS:. 


WHILE you, great Patron of Mankind! ſuſtaia.. 
The balanc'd World, and open all the Main; 
Your country, chief in Arms, abroad, defend, 

At home with Morals, Arts, and Laws amend; 

+ Hew ſhall the Muſe, from ſuch a Monarh, ſteal 3 
An hour, and not defraud the Public Weal ? 
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Ad AuGuSTUM. 


UM tot * ſuſtineas et tanta negot ia ſolus 
Res Italas armis tuteris, moribus ornes, 
Legibus emendes; in publica commoda peecem, 

$i longo ſermone morer tua tempora, Czfas. 
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I Edward and Henry, now the Boaſt of Fame, h. 
And virtuous Alfred, a more || ſacred Name, A 
After a Life of gen'rous toils endur'd, Wo! 
The Gaul ſubdu'd, or Property ſecur'd, „N 
Ambition humbled, mighty cities ſtorm'd, J 
Or Laws eſtabliſh'd, and the world reform'd; Lor 


* Clos'd their long Glories with a ſigh, to find 

Th' unwilling Gratitude of baſe mankind! 

All human Virtue, to its lateſt breath, 13 

+ Finds Envy never conquer'd, but by Death. 

The great Alcides, ev'ry Labour paſt, 

Had ſtill this. Monſter to ſubdue at laſt :. 

Sure fate of all, beneath whoſe riſing ray 

Each ſtar of meaner merit fades away ! 20 

- Oppreſs'd we feel the beam directly beat, 

Thoſe Suns of Glory pleaſe not till they ſet. 
To thee, the World its preſent homage pays, 

The Harveſt early, $ but mature the praiſe: 

Great Friend of LiBERTY ! in Kings a Name 23 

Above all Greek, above all Roman Fame ©: 


— 


Romulus, et Liber pater, et cum Caſtore Pollux, 
Poſt ingentia facta, I Deorum in templa recepti, 
Dum terras hominumque colunt genus, aſpera bella 
Componunt, agros adſignant, oppida condunt; 
Ploravere ſuis non reſpondere favorem 
Speratum meritis. diram qui contudit Hydram, 
Notaque fatali portenta labore ſubegit, 

Comperit + invidiam ſupremo fine domari. 

t Urit enim fulgore ſuo, qui prægravat artes 

Infra ſe poſitas : extinctus amabitur idem. 
$ Præſenti tibi matures largimur honores, 
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OPT HOR Ae j. 37 


p. I. 
Vhoſe Word is Truth, as ſacred and rever'd, 

As Heav'n's own Oracles from Altars heard. 
Vonder of King! like whom, to mortal eyes 

None e'er has riſen, and none e'er ſhall riſe. ze 

Juſt in one inſtance, be it yet confeſs'd 
Four People, Sir, are partial in the reſt; 

does to all living worth except your own, 

ad Advocates for folly dead and gone.. 

uthors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old; 39 
It is the ruſt we valne, not the gold. 

Chaucer's worſt ribaldry is learn'd by rote, 

\nd beaſtly Skelton heads of houſes quote: 

ne likes no language but the Faery Queen; 

Scot will fight for Chriſt's Kirk o' the Green; 40 


_— 


— 


—— 


$ Jurandaſque tuum per numen ponimus aras, 
Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum tale fatentes. 

ed tuus hoc populus ſapiens et juſtus in uno, 

q Te naſtris ducibus, te Graiis anteferendo, 

Cztera nequaquam ſimili ratione medoque 

Aſtimat; et, niſi quæ terris ſemota ſuiſque 

Temporibus defuncta videt, faſtidet et odit: 

+ Sic fautor veterum, et tabulas peccare vetantes 

Quas bis quinque viri ſanxerunt, fœdera regum, 

vel Gabiis vel cum rigidis æquata Sabinis, 


NoTES. 
V. 38. And beaſtly Shelton, &c.] Skelton, Poet Laureat 
to Henry VIII. a volume of whoſe verſes has been lately 
reprinted, conſiſting almoſt wholly of ribaldry, obſcenity, 


and fcurrilous language. 
V. 40. Chriſt': Kirk o' the Green. A Ballad made by a 


King of Scotland. 


4 


Could ſhe behold us tumbling thro' a hoop. 
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And each true Briton is to Ben ſo civil, 
He ſwears the Muſes met him at the Devil. 

Tho' juſtly || Greece her eldeſt ſons admires, 
Why ſhou'd not We be wiſcr than our fires ? 
In ev'ry Public Virtue we excell ; 
We build, we paint, $ we fing, we dance as „ 
And * learned Athens to our art muſt ſtoop, 


If + Time improve our Wits as well as Wine, 

Say at what age a Poet grows divine ? 

Shall we, or ſhall we not, account him ſo, 

Who dy'd, perhaps, an hundred years ago? 

End all diſpute; and fix the year preciſe 

When Britiſh bards begin t' immortalize? 
Who laſts a j} century can have no flaw; 3 

I hold that Wit a Claſſic, good in.law.” 


** 


Seripta vel optima, Romani penſantur eadem 


Pontificum libros, annoſa volumina Vatum, 
Dictetet Albano Muſas in monte locutas. 
Si, quia || Grajorum ſunt antiquiſſima queque 


Scriptores trutina; non eſt quod multa loquamur : W- 
Nil intra eſt oleam, nil extra eſt in nuce duri. 
Venimus ad ſummum fortunz : pingimus, atque 
$ P/allimus, et luctamur Achivus doctius uncl is. 
Si + meliora dies, ut vina, poemata reddit; 
Scire velim, chartis pretium quotus arroget annus. 
Scriptor ab hinc annos centum qui decidit, inter 
Perfectos vetereſque referri debet, an inter 
Viles atque novos ? excludat jurgia finis. 
Eſt vetus atque probus, |} centum qui perficit annos. 
NoTE. 


. 42, —met him at the Devil,] The Devil Tavern, 
where Ben Johnſon held his Poetical Club. | 
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Suppoſe he wants a year, will you compound ? 

d ſhall we deem him |||} Ancient, right and ſound, 
damn to all eternity at once, | 

ninety- nine, a Modern and a Dunce ? 60 
« We ſhall not quarrel for a year or two; 

By $$ courteſy of England, he may do.“ 

Then, by the rule that made the * Horſe-tail bare, 
pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 

d melt F down Ancients like a heap of ſnow: 6g 
ile you, to meaſure merits, look in | Stowe, 

id eſtimating authors by the year, 

ſtow a Garland only on a || Bier. 

6 Shakeſpeare (whom you and ev'ry Playhouſe bill 


N yle the divine, the matchleſs, what you will) 70 


— 


nd ? qui deperiit minor uno menſe vel anno, 
ter quos referendus erit ? ||| vetereſne poetas, 
n quos et præſens et poſtera reſpuat ztas ? 

e quidem veteres inter ponetur $$ honeſte, 

ni vel menſe brevi, vel toto eſt junior anno. 
tor permiſſo, caudzque pilos ut“ equinæ 
zulatim vello: et demo unum, demo et item unum; 
m cadat eluſus ratione + ruentis acervi, 

ni redit in 4 faſtos, et virtutem æſtimat annis, 
iraturque nihil, niſi quod || Libitiza ſacravit. 

5 Eunius et ſapiens, et fortis, et alter Homerus, 


re 


NoTE. 


V. 69. Shake ſpeare. ] Shakeſpeare and Ben Johnſon may 
ny be ſaid not much to have thought of this Immortality ; 
je one in many pieces compoſed in haſte for the Stage; 
ze other in his latter works in general, which Dryden cal- 
rn, d his Dot ages. 
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For gain, not glory, wing'd his roving flight, 
And grew Immortal in his own deſpight. 
Ben, old and poor, as little ſeem'd te heed 
The Life to come, in ev'ry Poet's Creed. 
Who now reads + Cowley ? if he pleaſes yet, 
His Moral pleaſes, not his pointed wit; 
Forgot his Epic, nay, Pindaric Art, 

But ſtill f I love the language of his heart. 

. « Yet ſurely, || ſurely, theſe were famous men! 
© What boy but hears the ſayings of old Ben? 
ce Jn all & debates where Critics bear a part, 

«© Not one but nods, and talks of Johnſon's Art, 
Of Shakeſpeare's Nature, and of Cowley's Wit; 
«© How Beaumont's judgment check'd what Fletche 

writ ; 

% How Shadwell haſty, Wycherley was flow; # 
« But, for the Paſſions, Southern ſure and Rowe! 


| 


£ 


8 


. 


Ut critici dicunt, levitur curare videtur 
Quo * promiſſa cadant, et ſomnia Pythagorea. 
+ Nzvius in manibiis non eſt ; at g mentibus hart 
Pene recens : || adeo ſanctum eſt vetus omne poen 
Ambigitur $ quoties, uter utro fit prior; aufert 
Pacuvius docti famam ſenis, Accius alti : 


NoTEs. Ut 
V. 77, Pindaric Art.] Which has much more merit i 
his Epic, but very unlike the Character, as well as Nur Di. 
bers, of Pindar, Et 
. 85. Shadwell haſty, Wycherley was f.] Nothing 
was leſs true than this particular: but the whole paragrayi 
has a mixture of irony, and muſt not altogether be take 
for Horace's own judgment, only the common chat of tht 
pretenders to criticiſm; in ſome things right, in other on 
wrong; as he tells us in his anſwer. val 
Interdum vulgus rectum videt : eſt ubi peccat» 
I 


« Theſe, * only theſe, ſupport the crouded ſtage, 

From eldeſt Heywood down to Cibber's age.” 

All this may be; + the People's Voice is odd, 

t is, and it is not, the voice of God. 9 

o Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 

ad yet deny the Careleſs Huſband praiſe, 

Or ſay our Fathers never broke a rule; 

Thy then, I fay, the Public is a fool. 

But let them own that greater Faults than we 95 
hey had, and greater Virtues, I'll agree. 

penſer himſelf affects the || Obſolete, 

And Sidney's verſe halts ill on $ Roman feet: 
Milton's ſtrong pinion now not Heav'n can bound, 
Now Serpent-like, in ** proſe he ſweeps the ground; 
In Quibbles, Angel and Archangel join, rot 
And God the Father turns a School-divine. 


Dicitur Afrani toga conveniſſe Menandro 
Plautus ad examplar Siculi properare Epicharmi ; 
incere Cæcilius gravitate, Terentius arte: 

Hos ediſcit, et hos arcto ſtipata theatro 

Spectat Roma potens; habet hos numeratque poctas 
Ad noſtrum tempus, Livi ſcriptoris ab ævo. 
Interdum vulgus rectum videt : eſt ubi peccat. 
di | veteres ita miratur laudatque poetas, 

Ut nihil anteferat, nihil illis comparet ; errat : 

di quzdam nimis || antique, fi pleraque 5 dure 
Dicere cedit eos,“ ignave multa fatetur ; 

Et ſapit, et mecum facit, et Jove judicat æquo. 


NOTE. 


V. 91. Grammer Gurton.] A piece of very low humour, 
one of the firit printed Plays in Englih, and therefore much 
'alued by ſome Antiquaries. 
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-4 Not that I'd lop the Beauties from his book, 
Like + flaſhing Bentley with his deſp'rate hook; 
Or damn all Shakeſpeare, like th' affected Fool 10 
At court, who hates whate'er he || read at ſchool. 

But for the Wits of either Charles's days, 
The Mob of Gentlemen who wrote with Eaſe; 
Sprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more, 
(Like twinkling ſtars the Miſcellanies o'er) 119 
One Simile; that $ ſolitary ſhines - 
In the dry.deſert of a thouſand lines, 
Or“ lengthen'd Thought that gleams through mx 

ny a page, 

Has ſanCtify'd whole poems for an age. 
++ I loſe my patience, and I own it too, 115 
When works are cenſur'd, not as bad but new; 
While if our Elders break all Reaſon's laws, 
Theſe fools demand not pardon, but Applauſe, 

44 On Avon's bank, where flow'rs eternal blow, 
If I but aſk, if any weed can grow; 120 


88 


+ Non equidem inſector, delendeque carmina Livi 


ut 

Effe reor, memini quæ + plagoſum || mibi par uo Qu 

Orbilium dictare; el 

ſed emendata vider e. 

Pulchraque, et exactis minimum diſtantia, miror: En 

Inter quæ 9 verbum cmicuit ſi forte gecorum, ar 
Si * verſus paulo concinnior unus et alter; 

Injuſte totum ducit venitque poema. Ing 


4+Indignor quidquam reprehendi, non quia eraſt 
Compoſitum, illepideve putetur, fed quia nuper; 
Nec veniam autiquis, ſed honorem et præmia poſe 

tt Recte necne crocum flore/que perambulet 4 WWW 
Fabula, ſi dubitem; clamant perafle pudorem 


:F EORKRA CH 
Dne Tragic ſentence if I dare deride, 
Vhich || Betterton's grave action dignify'd, 
Dr well-mouth'd Booth with emphaſis proclaims ; 
Tho' but, perhaps, a muſter- roll of Names), 
low will our Fathers riſe up in a rage, 125 
and ſwear, all ſhame is loſt in George's Age! 
You'd think $ no Fools diſgrac'd the former reign, 
Did not ſome grave Examples yet remain, 
Vho ſcorn a Lad ſhould teach his father ſkill, 
und, having once been wrong, will be ſo ſtill. 139 
e, who to ſeem-more deep than you or I, 
xtols old Bards, * or Merlin's Prophecy, 
liſtake him not; he envies, not admires, 
and to debaſe the Sons, exalts the Sires. 
Had ancient times conſpir'd to difallow 135 
Vhat then was new, what had been ancient now? 
Dr what remain'd, ſo worthy to be read 
by learned Critics, of the mighty Dead? 

t In Days of Eaſe, when now the weary Sword 
Vas ſheath'd, and Luxury with Charles reſtor'd ; 140 


bp. I. 


115 


uncti pene patres; ea cum reprehendere coner, 
Quæ || gravis A ſopus, quæ doctus Roſcius egit. 
el quia nil $ rectum, niſi quod placuit ſibi, ducunt; 
el quia turpe putant parere minoribus, et quæe 
Imberbi didicere, ſenes perdenda fateri. 
am * Saliare Numæ carmen qui laudat, et illud, 
nod mecum ignorat, ſolus vult ſcire videri ; 
Ingeniis non ille favet plauditque ſepultis, 
Noſtra ſed impugnat, nos noſtraque lividus odit. 

} Quod ſi tam Græcis novitas inviſa fuiſſet, 
Quam nobis; quid nunc eſſet vetus ? aut quid haberct, 
Quad legeret tereretque viritim publicus uſus ? 
t Ut primum poſitis nugari Gracia bellis 

F 2 
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In ev'ry taſte of foreign Courts improv d, 

All, by the King's Example, liv'd and lov'd?” 

Then Peers grew proud in || Horſemanſhip t' excel 

Newmarket's Glory roſe, as Britain's fell; 

The Soldier breath'd the Gallantries of France, 14; 

And ev'ry flow'ry Courtier writ Romance. 

Then $ Marble, ſoften'd into life, grew warm, 

And yielding Metal flow'd to human form: 

I.cly on“ animated Canvas ſtole 

The fleepy Eye that ſpoke the melting ſoul. 1g 

No wonder then, when all was love and ſport, 

The willing Muſes were debauch'd at Court : 

On + each enervate ſtring they taught the note 

To pant, or tremble thro' an Eunuch's throat. 
But 5 Britain, changeſul as a Child at play, 15; 

Now calls in Princes, and now turns away. 


m» 


1 


Cœpit, et in vitium fortuna labier equa; 

Nunc athletarum ſtudiis, nunc arſit | eguorum 

S Marmoris aut cboris fabros aut æris amavit; 

Sufpendit ® picta vultum mentemque tabella; 

Nune + tibicinibus, nunc eſt gaviſa tragœdis: 
Sub nutrice puella velut ſi luderet infans, 

Quod cupide petiit, mature plena reliquit. 

Quid placet, aut odio eſt, quod non mutabile credas: 


Nor Es. 

V. 142. A verſe of the Lord Lanſdown. 

V. 143. In Horſemanſbip t' excel, And ev'ry flow'ry 
Courtier writ Romance. ] The Duke of Newcaltle's Book of 
Horſemanſhip : the Romance of Partheniſſa, by the Earl of 
' Orrery, and moſt of the French Romances tranſlated by 
Perſons of Quality. 

V. 153. On each enervate ſtring, &c.] The Siege of 
Rhodes by Sir William Davenant, the firſt Opera ſung in 
England, | 
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Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov'd we hate ; 

ow all for Pleaſure, now for Church and State; 

Now for Prerogative, and now for Laws; 

Eſſects unhappy ! from a Noble Cauſe. 160 
Time was, a ſober Engliſhman would knock 

His ſervants up, and riſe by five o'clock ; 

Inſtruct his Family in ev'ry rule, 

And ſend his Wife to church, his Son to ſchool. 

To $ worſhip like his Fathers was his care; 165 

To teach their frugal Virtues to his Heir; 

To prove, that Luxury could never hold; 

And place, on good * Security, his Gold. 

Now times are chang'd, and one + Poetic Itch 

Has ſeiz'd the Court and City, poor and rich: 170 

Sons, Sires, and Grandſires, all will wear the bays, 

Our Wives read Milton, and our Daughters Plays, 

To Theatres, and to Rehearſals throng, 

And all our Grace at table is a Song. 


144 


150 


155 


Hoc paces habuere bonz, ventique ſecundi. 
| Rome dulce diu fuit et ſolemne, recluſa 

Mane domo vigilare, clienti promere jura; 

Scriptos & nominibus rectis expendere nummos z 

8 * \lojores audire, minori dicere, per quæ 

Creſcere res poſſet, minui damnoſa libido. 

Mutavit mentem populus levis, 4 et calet uno 

Scribendi ſtudio : puerique patreſque ſeveri | 

Fronde comas vincti cœnant, et carmina dictant. 

Ipſe ego, qui nullos me affirmo ſcribere verſus, 


Nor Es. 8 
V. 158, Now all for Pleaſure, now for Church and State. ] 
The firſt half of Charles the Second's reign was paſſ.d in an 
abandoned diſſoluteneſs of manners; the other halt, in fac- 
tious diſputes about Popiſh plots and French prerogative. 
V. 160. Effects unhappy ! from aNoble Cauſe.] i. e. The 
love of Liberty.—Mr Voltaire, while in England, in a letter, 
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I, who ſo oft renounce the Muſes, f he, 175 

Not —'s ſelf e'er tells more Fibis than I; 

When ſick of Muſe, our follies we deplore, 

And promiſe our beſt Friends to rhyme no more; 

We wake next morning in a raging fit, 

And call for pen and ink to ſhow our Wit. 180 
He ſerv'd a *Prenticeſhip, who ſets up ſhop; 

Ward try'd on puppies, and the Poor, his Drop; 


Invenior f Parthis mendacior; et prius orto 
Sole vigil, calamum et chartas et ſcrinia poſco. 
* Navem agere ignarus navis timet : abrotonum ægro 


NoTEs. 

dated October 15, 1726, writes thus to. a friend in Paris — 
«« I had a mind at firſt to print our poor Henry at my own 
« expences in London; but the loſs of my money is a ſad 
„ ſtop to my deſign. TI queſtion if I ſtall try the way of 
«« ſubſcriptions by the favour of the court. I am weary 
«« of courts. All that is king, or belongs to a king, frights 
4% my republican philoſophy. I won't drink the leaſt draught 
« of ſlavery in the land of liberty. Ihave written freely 
« to—, and Iwill always do fo, having no reaſon to lay my- 
« ſelf under any reſtraint, I fear, 1 hope nothing from 
«« your country: all that L wiſh for, is to ſee you one day 
« here, I am entertaining myſelf with this pleaſant hope. 
« If it is but a dream, let me enjoy it: do not undeceive 
„% me: let me believe I ſhall have the pleafure to ſee you 
% in London, drawing up the ſtrong ſpirit of this unaccount- 
«« able nation. You will tranſlate their thoughts better 
«« when you live amongſt them. You will ſee a nation fond 
« of their liberty, learned, witty, deſpifing life and death, 
« a nation of philoſophers, Not but that there are ſome fools 
«« in England, Every country has its madmen. It may be, 
French folly is pleaſanter than Engliſh madneſs, but by 
« — Engliſh wiſdom and Engliſh honeſty is above yours.“ 

V. 182. Ward.] A famous Empiric, whoſe Pill and Drop 
Had feveral furprizing effe&s, and were one of the princi- 
pal ſubjects of writing and converſation at this time. 

Ibid. Ward try'd on puppies, and the poor, his drop.] It 
was the poet's purpoſe to do Mr Ward honour in aſſigning 
ta him that medical aphoriſm of regular practice, 

Periculum Hic iumus in corpore vid. 
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vn + Radcliff's Doctors travel firſt to France, 
tor dare to practiſe till they've learned to dance. 
ho builds a Bridge that never drove a pile? 185 
Should Ripley venture, all the world would ſmile:) 
ut | thoſe who cannot write, and thoſe who can, 
80 ll rhyme, and ſcrawl, and ſcribble, to a man. 

Yet, Sir, || reflect, the miſchief is not great; 

heſe Madmen never hurt the Church or State: 190 
— Wonmctimes the Folly benefits mankind ; 
und rarely & Av'rice taints the tuneful mind. 
Allow him but his ** plaything of a Pen, 
le ne'er rebels, or plots, like other men: 
+ Flight of Caſhiers, or Mobs, he'll never mind, 195 
nd knows no loſſes while the Muſe is kind. 
o it cheat a Friend, or Ward, he leaves to Peter; 
he good man heaps up nothing but mere metre, 
njoys his Garden and his book in quiet; 
and then—a perfect Hermit in his diet. 200 

Of little uſe the Man you may ſuppoſe, 

Vho fays in verſe what others ſay in proſe; 
et let me ſhow, a Poet's of ſome weight, 
And (* tho' no Soldier) uſeful to the State, 


175 


ro 


ſon audit, niſi qui didicit, dare: quod medicorum eſt, 
Promittunt + medici : tractant fabrilia fabri: 
Seribimus indocti doctique poemata paſſim. 

Hic error tamen et levis hæc inſania, quantas 
ſirtutes habeat, ſic collige : vatis & avarus ſunum; 
'on temere eſt animus: ** verſus amat, hoc ſtudet 
Jetrimenta, ++ fugas ſervoram, incendia ridet : 
on i fraudem ſocio, puerove incogitat ullam 
Papillo; vivit ſiliquis, et pane ſecundo |||| : 

Militiæ quanquam piger et malus, atilis urbi; 


4 


e 


wx oy 


: NoTE. 
V. 204, And (the“ no ſoldier)] Horace had not acquitted 
hunſelf much to his credit in this capacity (aon bene re» 
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+ What will a Child learn ſooner than a ſong? 20 
What better teach a Foreigner the tongue ? 
What's long or ſhort, each accent where to place, 
| And ſpeak in public with ſome fort of grace. 
| I ſcarce can think him ſuch a worthleſs thing, 
| Unleſs he praiſe ſome Monſter of a King; 210 
Or Virtue, or Religion turn to ſport, 
| To pleaſe a lewd, or Unbelieving Court. 
| Unhappy Dryden !—In all Charles's days, J 
| Roſcommon only boaſts unſpotted bays; 5 
| And in our own (excuſe ſome Courtly ſtains) a1 
1 No whiter page than Addifon remains. 


— 


Si das hoc, parvis quoque rebus magna juvari; 
- + Os tenerum pueri balbumque poeta fi gurat: 


tia parmula) in the battle of Philippi. It is manifeſt he 
alludes to himſelf, in this whole account of a poet's charac- 
ter; bat with an intermixture of irony: Vivit filiquis et 
pane ſecunds, has a relation to his Epicuriſm; Os tenerun 
pueri, is ridicule. The nobler office of a poet follows: Tor- 
guet ab obſcoenis=Mox etiam pectus.—-Recte falta refert, &c. 
which the imitator has apply'd where he thinks it more 
due than to himſelf, He hopes to be pardoned, if, as he is 
ſincerely inclined to praiſe what deſerves to be praiſed, he 
arraigns what deſerves to be arraigned, in the 210, 211, and 
212th verſes. 

V. 215,-excuſe ſome Courtly tains.) We are not to 
underſtand this as a diſapprobation of Mr Addiſon, for cele- 
brating the virtues of the preſent Royal Family. It relate 
to a certain circumſtance in which he thought that amiable 
poet did not act with the ingenuity that became his cha- 
racter. 

When Mr Addiſon, in the year 1713, had finiſhed hit 
Cato, he brought it to Mr Pope for his judgment. Our poet, 
who thought the ſentiments excellent, but the action not 
enough theatrical, gave him his opinion fairly, and told 
him, that he had better not bring it upon the ſtage, but 
print it like a claſſical performance, which would perfedtl 
anſwer his deſign. Mr Addiſon approved of this advice, 
and ſeemed diſpoſed to follow it; but ſoon after he came 


nn NoTES. 
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e, * from the taſte obſcene reclaims our youth, 
and ſets the Paſſions on the fide of Truth ; 
orms the ſoft boſom with the gentleſt art, 
and pours each human Virtue in the heart. 220 
ct Ircland tell, how Wit upheld her cauſe, 
ler Trade ſupported, and ſupplied her laws; 
nd leave on SWIFT this grateful verſe engrav'd, 
The Rights a Court attack'd, a Poet ſav'd.“ 


219 


* 


: 'orquet * ab ohſcænis jam nunc ſermonibus aurem; 
lox etiam pectus præceptis format amicis, 
2 /peritatis, et invidiæ corrector, et ire; 
Nor x. 
to Mr Pope, and told him, that ſome friends, whom he could 
not diſoblige, infiited on his having it ated, However, he 


aſſured Mr Pope that it was with no party-views, and deſired 
him to ſatisſy the Treaſurer and the Secretary in that par- 


| he ticular; and at the ſame time gave him the Poem to carry 
8 to them for their peruſal. Our Poet executed his commiſſion 
7 of in the moſt friendly manner; and the play, and the project 
1 for bringing it upon the ſtage, had their approbation and 
A a encouragement, Throughout the carriage of this whole 


affair, Mr Addiſon was ſo exceedingly afraid of party-im- 
putations, that when Mr Pope, at his requeſt, wrote the 
famous prologue to it, and had ſaid, 

% Britons, ariſe, be worth like this approv'd, 

„And ſhow you have the virtue to be mov'd;“ 
he was much troubled, ſaid it would be called ſtirring the 
people to rebellion ; and earneſtly begged he would ſoften it 
into ſomething leſs obnoxious. On this account it was al- 
tered as it now ſtands, to—Britons, attend, —thonch at the 
expence both of the ſenſe and ſpirit, Notwithſtanding this, 
the very next year, when the preſent illuſtrious family came- 
to the ſucceſſion, Mr Addiſon thought fit to make a merit 
of Cato, as purpoſely and directly written to oppeſe the 


t, ſchemes of a faction; his Poem to her Royal flighneſs the 
ot Prince(s of Wales, beginning in this manner: | 
1d „The Muſe that oft with ſacred raptures fir'd, 

ut * Has gen'rous thoughts of Liberty inſpir*'d ; 

ly And, boldly riſing for Britannia's laws, 

e, * Engag'd great Cato in her country's cauſe ; 


KX On you ſubmiſſive waits.“ 


* 
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Behold the hand that wrought a Nation's cure, 225 
Stretch' dato relieve the Idiot and the Poor, 
Proud Vice to brand, or injur d Worth adorn, 
And | ſtretch the Ray to ages yet unborn. 

Not but there are, who merit other Palms; 
Hopkins and Sternhold glad the heart with Pſalms; 230 
The“ Boys and Girls whom charity maintains, 
Implore your help in theſe pathetic ſtrains: 

How could Devotion || touch the country pews, 
Unleſs the Gods beſtow'd a proper Muſe? ' 
Verſe chears their leiſure, Verſe aſſiſts their work, 235 
Verſe prays for Peace, or ſings down $ Pope and Turk. 
The filenc'd Preacher yields to potent ftrain, 

And feels that grace his pray'r beſoupht in vain; 
The bleſling thrills thro' all the lab'ring throng, 


And ff Heav'n is won by Violence of Seng. 240 


Recte facta refert ; + orientia tempora notis 
Inſtruit exemplis; + inopem ſolatur et ægeum. 
Caſtis cum * pueris ignara puella mariti 
Diſceret unde || preces, vatem m Muſa dediſſet? 
Poſcit opem chorus, et præ ſentia numina ſentit : 
Cœleſtes implorat aquas, dota prece blandus ; 
Avertit morbos, & metuenda pericula pellit ; 
Impetrat et pacem, et locupletem frugibus annum. 
+} Carmine Di ſuperi placantur, carmine Manes. 


Nor Es. | 

WV. 226, the. Idiot and the Poor.] A foundation for the 
maintenance of idiots, and a fund for aſſiſting the poor, by 
lending ſmall ſums of money on demand. 

V. 230. Sternhold.] One of the verſifiers of the old fingr 
ing pſahns.. He was a courtier, and Groom of the Robes to 
Henry VIII. and of the Bedchamber to Edward VI. Fuller, 
4 his Church Hiſtory, ſays he was eſteemed an excellen 
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Our $5 rural Anceſtors, with little bleſt, 

atient of labour-when the'end was reſt, 

ndulg'd the day that hous'd their annual grain, 
ith feaſts, and off rings, and a thankful ſtrain : 
The joy their wives, their ſons, and ſervants, ſhare, 245 
'aſe of their toil, and partners of their care : 

he laugh, the jeſt, attendants on the bowl, 
mooth d ev'ry brow, and open'd ev'ry foul : 

Vith growing years the pleaſing Licence grew, 

and Taunts alternate innocently flew. 2.58 
ut Times corrupt, and + Nature ill-inc}in'd, 
roduc'd the point that left a ſting behind; 

Till friend with friend, and families at ſtrife, 
Triumphant Malice rag'd thro' private life. 

Vho- felt the wrong, or fear'd it, took th' alarm, 255 
\ppeal'd to Law, and Juſtice lent her arm. 

t length, by wholſome 4 dread of ſtatutes bound, 
he Poets learn'd to pleaſe, and not to wound: 


225 


230 


235 


40 


$ Agricolæ priſci, fortes, parvoque beati, 
ondita poſt frumenta, levantes tempore feſto 
orpus et ipſum animum ſpe finis dura ferentem, 
um ſociis operum pueris et conjuge fida, 
Tellurem porco, Silvanum lacte piabant, 
Floribus et vino Genium memorem brevis ævi. 
Feſcennina per hune inventa licentia morem 
Verſibus alternis opprobria ruſtica fudit; 
abertaſque recurrentes accepta per annos 
Luſit amabiliter : + donec jam ſævus apertam 
In rabiem cœpit verti jocus, et per honeſtas 
Ire domos impune minax. -doluere cruentg 
Vente lacefſiti : fuit intactis quoque cura 
Conditione ſuper communi ; 4 quin ctiam lex 
Penague lata, malo quæ nollet carmine quemquam 


Hence Satire roſe, that juſt the medium hit, 
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Moſt warp'd to || Flatt'ry's fide; but ſome more nice 
Preſerv'd the freedom, and forbore the vice, 26 


And heals with morals what it hurts with Wit, 
- * Weconquer'd France, but felt our Captive*s charms 
Her Arts victorious triumph'd o'er our Arms: 
Britain to ſoft refinements leſs a foe, 26; 
Wit grew polite, and + Numbers learn'd to flow. 
Waller was ſmooth; but Dryden taught to join _ 
The varying verſe, the full-reſounding line, 

The long majeſtic March, and Energy divine. 
'Tho' ſtill ſome traces of our + ruſtic vein 210 
And ſplay-foot verſe remain'd, and will remain. 
Late, very late, correctneſs grew our care, 
When the tir'd Nation | breath'd from civil war, 
Exact $ Racine, and Corncille's noble fire, 
Show'd us that France had ſomething to admire. 21; 


Deſcribi. vertere modum, formidine fuſtis 
Ad || bene dicendum, delectandumęue redacti. 

* Grzcia capta ferum victorem cepit, et artes 
Intulit agreſti Latio. fic horridus ille 
Defuxit numerus Saturnius, et grave virus 
Munditiæ pepulere: ſed in longum tamen ævum 
Manſerunt, hodieque manent, + veſtigia ruris. 
Serus enim Græcis admovit acumina chartis : 
Et poſt {| Punica bella quietus quzrere cœpit. 
Quid $ Sophocles et Theſpis et Æſchylus utile ſerrent: 


4 Nor e. 

V. 267. Haller was ſmooth.] Mr Waller, about thi 
time, with the Earl of Dorſet, Mr Godolphin, and others 
tranſlated the Pompey of Corneille; and the more corr 
French Poets began to be in reputation, 


* 
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ot but the * Tragic ſpirit was our own, 

And full in Shakeſpeare, fair in Otway ſhone : 

But Otway fail'd to poliſh or refine, 

and + fluent Shakeſpeare ſcarce effac'd a line. 

Ev'n copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, 259 
he laſt and greateſt Art, the Art to blot. 

gome doubt, if equal pains, or equal fire 

The t humbler Muſe of Comedy require. 

But in known Images of hfe, I gueſs 
The labour greater, as th' indulgence leſs. 2%; 

| Obſerve how ſeldom ev'n the belt ſucceed”: 

Tell me if $ Congreve's Fools are Fools indeed? 
What pert, low Dialogue has Farqu'ar writ ! 

How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit ! 

The ſtage how ** looſely does Aftrea tread, 290 
Who ſairly puts all Characters to bed! 

And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws, 

To make poor Pinky ++ cat with vaſt applauſe! 


* HT 
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Tentavit quoque rem, ſi digne vertere poſſet: 

Et placuit fabi, natura ſublimis et acer: 

Nam“ ſpirat tragicum ſatis, et feliciter audet: 

Sed ſ turpem putat inſcite metuitque lituram. 
Creditur, ex {| medio quia res arceſſit, habere 

Sudoris minimum; fed habet Comedia tanto 

Plus oneris, quanto veniæ minus. || aſpice, Plautus 

Quo pacto F parte tutetur amantis ephebi, 

Ut patris attenti, lenonis ut inſidioſi: 

a Quantus fit Dofſennus ** edacibus in perafitis; 

Quam ++ non aſtritta percurrat pulpita ſocco. . 


. Nor E. 
ot V. 290, Aſtrea.] A Name taken by Mrs Behn, Authoreſs 
of ſeveral obſcene Plays, &c. 
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Alike to them, by Pathos or by Pun. aſl 


9  _TMITATTIONS, Book! 
But fill their ** purſe, our Poets“ work is done, 


O you! whom | Vanity's light bark conveys 
On Fame's mad voyage by the wind of praiſe, 
With what a ſhifting gale your courſe you ply, 
For ever ſunk too low, or borne too high! 
Who pants for glory finds but ſhort repoſe, You 
A breath revives him, or a breath o'erthrows., 

{| Farewell the ſtage! if juſt as thrives the play, 
'The filly bard grows fat, or falls away. 

$ There ſtill remains, to mortify a Wit, 

"The many-headed Monſter of the Pit: 305 
A ſenſeleſs, worthleſs, and unhonour'd croud, 
Who, * to diſturb their betters mighty proud, 
Clatt'ring their ſticks before ten lines are ſpoke, 
Call for the Farce, + the Bear, or the Black-joke. 
What dear delight to Britons Farce affords! 3 
Ever the Taſte of Mobs, but now }t of Lords; 
(Taſte, that eternal wanderer, which flies 
From heads to cars, and now from ears to eyes) 


Geſtit.enim **nummum in loculos demittere; poſt ho 
Securus, cadat an recto ſtet fabula talo. 
Quem tulit ad ſcenam {+ ventoſo gloria curru, 

Exanimat lentus ſpectator, ſedulus inflat: 

Sic leve, fic parvum eſt, animum quod laudis avarum 
Subruit, ac reficit: || valeat res ludicra. fi me 
Palma negata macrum, donata reducit opimum. 

S Szpe etiam audacem fugat hoc terretque poetam 
Quod numero plures, virtute et honore minores 
IndoQti, ſtohdique, et * depugnare parati 

Si diſcordet eques, media inter carmina poſcunt 
Aut + ur ſum aut pugilas: his nam plebecula gaudet. 
Ver um iſ equitis-quoque jam migravit ab aure volupta 
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he Play ſtands ſtill ; damn action and diſcourſe, 
ack fly the ſcenes, and enter foot || and horſe; 315 
ageants on Pageants, in long order drawn, 

ers, Heralds, Biſhops, Ermin, Gold and Lawn; 
he Champion too ! and, to complete the jeſt, 

id Edward's Armour beams on Cibber's breaſt. 
ith * laughter ſure Democritus had dy'd, 320 
ad he beheld an Audience gape fo wide. 

et Bear or + Elephant be e er fo white, 

he people, ſure, the people are the fight !' 

h luckleſs 4 Poet! ſtretch thy lungs and roar, 

hat Bear or Elephant ſhall heed thee more; 32g: 
bile all its $ throats the gallery extends, 

ad all the Thunder of the Pit aſcends ! 


_. — — 


E 


mnis, ad incertos oculos, et gaudia vana. 
natuor aut plures aulza premuntur in horas; 
um fugiunt || equifum turmæ, peditumque catervz;: 
ox trahitur manibus regum fortuna retortis; 
Teda feſtinant, pilenta, petorrita, naves; 
zptivum portatur ebur, captiva Corinthus. 
Si foret in terris, rideret Democritus ; ſeu 
verſum confuſa genus panthera camelo, 
e + elephus albus vulgi converteret ora. 
ectaret populum ludis attentius ipſis, 
ibi præbentem mimo ſpectacula plura: 
riptores autem { narrare putaret aſello 
Vellam ſurdo. nam que 5 pervincere voces 
NoTE. 
V. 319. Ol Edward's Armour beams on Cibber's breaſt.] 
e Coronation of Henry VIII. and Queen Anne Boleyn, in 
hich the Playhouſes vied with each other to repreſent all 
e pomp of a Coronation. In this noble contention, the 


let. nour of one of the Kings of England was borrowed from 


pta Tower, wo dreſs the Champion. 
G 2 
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Loud as the Wolves, on Orcas' 5 ſtormy ſteep, 
Howl to the roarings of the Northern deep ; 
Such is the ſhout, the-long-applauding note, 3 
At Quin's high plume, or Oldfield's ** petticoat; 
Or when from Court a birth-day ſuit beſtow'd, 
Sinks the f loſt Actor in the tawdry load. 
Booth enters—hark! the univerſal peal! 
«© But has he ſpoken ?” Not a ſyllable. 31 
What ſhook the ſtage, and made the people ſtare! 
} Cato's long wig, flower'd gown, and lacquer'd chai 
Yet leſt you think I rally more than teach, 
Pr praiſe malignly Arts I caanot reach, 
Let me for once preſume t' inſtruct the times, 
To know the Poet from the man of rhymes : 
"Tis he, * who gives my breaſt a thouſand pains, 
Can make me feel each paſſion that he ſeigus; 
Inrage, compoſe, with more than magic Art, 
With Pity, and with Terror, tear my heart; 3 
And ſnatch me, o'er the earth, or thro' the air, 
To Thehes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 


Evaluere ſonum, referunt quem noſtra theatra ! 
$ Garganum mugire putes nemus, aut mare Tuſcum, 
Tanto cum ſtrepitu ludi ſpectantur, et artes, 

% Divitieque peregrine : quibus f oblitas actor 

Cum ſtetit in ſcena, concurrit dextera lævæ. 
Dixit adhuc aliquid? nil ſane. Quid placet ergo! 
+ Lana Tarentino violas imitata veneno. 

Ac ne forte putes me, quæ facere ipſe recuſem, 
Cum recte tractent alii, laudare maligne; 

Ille per extentum funem mihi poſſe videtur 
Ire poeta; * meum qui pectus ixaniter angit, 
Irritat, mulcet, falſis terroribus implet, lat 


| Nor xy. 
V. 328. Orcas“ formy ſtecp. ] The fartheſt Northern” 
montory ef Scotland, oppoſite the Orcades, 
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+ But not this part of the Poetic ſtate 


lone, deſerves the favour of the Great: 

hink of thoſe Authors, Sir, who would rely 330 
More on a Reader's ſenſe, than Gazer's eye. 

who ſhall wander where the Muſes fing ? 

Vho climb their mountain, or who taſte their ſpring ?- 
How ſhall we fill 4 a Library with Wit, 
hen Merlin's Cave is half unfurniſh'd yet? 35s 
My Liege! why Writers little claim. your thought, 
I gueſs; and, with their leave, will tell the fault: 

e Poets are (upon a Poet's word) 

Of all mankind, the creatures moſt abſurd : 

he $ ſeaſon, when to come, and when to go, 360 
o (ing, or ceaſe to ſing, we never know; 

And if we will recite nine hours in ten, 

You loſe your patience, juſt like other men.. 

Then too we hurt ourſelves, when to defend 

A | ſingle verſe, we quarrel with a friend; 365 


t magus; et modo me Thebis, modo ponit Athenis. 
Verum age,, et his, qui ſe lectori credere malunt, 
Quam ſpect atoris faſtidia ferre ſuperbi, 
Curam impende brevem: ſit munus Apolline dignum, 
Vis :-mplere ibris; et vatibus addere calcar, | 
t ſtudio majore petant Helicona virentem. 

* Multa quidem nobis facimus mala ſæpæ poetz, 

(Ut vineta egomet cxdem.mea) cum tibi librum 

& Slcito damus, aut : cum ladimur, || unum 


NoTEs. 


V. 354. 4 Library.] Mu nus Apolline dirnum. The Pa- 
latine Library then building by Auguſtus. 
V. 355. Merlin's Cave. ] A Building in the Royal Gar- 
dens off Richmond, where is a {mall, but choice IM 
of Books, ; 

G 3 


* - 2" "”—_— BV — * 


| 
| 
' 
| 
. 
| 


"© 


F 


Or chuſe at leaſt ſome Miniſter of Grace, 


95 IMITATIONS Bookl 


Repeat || unaſk'd; lament, the 5 Wit's too fine 

For vulgar eyes, and point out ev'ry line. 

But moſt, when ſtraining with too weak a wing, 

We needs will write Epiſtles to the King; 

And ** from the moment we oblige the town, zy 

Expect a place or Penſion from the Crown; 

Or dubb'd Hiſtorians by expreſs command, 

T' enroll your triumphs o'er the ſeas and land, 

Be call'd to Court to plan ſome work divine, * 

As once for Louis, Boileau and Racine. 350 
Yet f think, great Sir! (ſo many virtues ſhown) 

Ah think, what Poet beſt may make them known! 


Fit to beſtow the * Laureat's weighty place. 
+ Charles, to late times to be tranſmitted fair, 36 
Aſſign'd his figure to Bernini's care; 


Si quis amicorum eſt auſus reprendere ver ſum : 


Rettulit acceptos, regale numiſma, Philippos. 


„ 


Cum loca jam || recitata revolvimus irrevacati: 
Cum $ lamentamur non «pparere labores 
Noſtros, et tenui deducta poemata filo; 
Cum ** ſperamus eo rem venturam, ut, fimul atque 
Carmina reſcieris nos fingere, commodus ultro 
Ar. eſjas, et egere vetes, et ſcribere cogas. 
Sed tamen eſt H, opere pretium cognoſcere, quales 
Adit uos babeat belli ſpectata domique 
Virtus, * indigno non committenda poctæ. 

+ Gratus Alexandro regi Magno fuit ille 
Chœrilus, incultis qui verſibus et male natis 


Sed veluti tractata notam labemque remittunt 
Atramenta, fere fcriptores carmine ſœdo 
Splendida facta Enunt. idem rex iſle, poema 


=  & CO. 


And great + Naſſau to Kneller's hand decreed 
To fix him graceful on the bounding Steed; 
So well in paint and ſtone they judg'd of merit; 
But Kings in Wit may want diſcerning ſpirit. 38g- 
The Hero William and the Martyr Charles, 
One knighted Blackmore, and one penſion'd Quarles; 
Which made old Ben, and ſurly Dennis ſwear, 
% No Lord's anointed, but a. || Ruſſtan bear.“ 

Not with ſuch $ majeſty, ſuch bold rehef, 390 
The Forms auguſt, of King, or conqu'ring Chief, 
Fer ſwell'd on marble; as in verſe have ſhin'd. 
(In poliſh'd verſe) the Manners and the Mind. 
Oh! could I mount on the Mzonian wing, 
Your * Arms, your Actions, your Repoſe to ſing! 395 
What + ſeas you travers'd, and what fields you fought! 
Your Country's peace, how oft, how dearly bought ! 
How #t barb'rous rage ſubſided at your word, 
And Nations wonder'd while they dropp'd the ſword ! 


Qui tam ridiculum tam care prodigus emit, 
Edicto vetuit, ne quis /e præter Appellem 
Pingeret, aut alius Lyſippo duceret zra 
Fortis 4 Alexandri vultum ſimulantia. quod fi 
Judicium ſubtile videndis artibus illud 
Ad libros et ad hæc Muſarum dona vocares ; 
hœotum in craſſo jurares atra natum. 
At neque dedecorant tua de ſe judicia, atque 
Munera, gue multa dantis cum laude tulerunt, 
Dilefti tibi Virgilius Variuſque poetæ,] 4 
Nec magis expreſſi $ vultus per ahenea figna, 
Quam per vatis opus mores animique virorum 
Clarorum apparent. nec ſermones ego mallem 
Repentes per humum, * quam res componere geſtas, 
Terrarumque f ſitus et flumina dicere, et arces 
Montibus impoſitas, et tf barbara regra, tuiſque 


* 
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How, when you nodded, o'er the land and deep, 400 
Peace ſtole her wing, and wrapt the world in ſleep; 
"Till earth's extremes your mediation own, 

And $ Aſia's Tyrants tremble at your Throne 
But ++ Verſe; alas! your Majeſty diſdains; 
And I'm not us'd to Panegyric ſtrains : 405 
The Zeal of Fools offends at any time, 
But moſt of all, the Zeal of Fools in . 
Beſides, a fate attends on all I write, 

That when I aim at praiſe, they ſay + I bite. 
A vile + Encomium doubly ridicules : 410 
There's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 


* * L» 


Auſpiciis totum confecta duell a per ordem, 

Clauſtraque cuſtodem pacis cohibentia Janum, 

Et 5 formidatam Parthis, te principe, Romam: 

Si quantum cuperem, poſſem quoque. ſed neque 
parvum 

4+ Carmen majeſtas recipit tua; nec meus audet 

Rem tentare pudor, quam vires ferre recuſent. 

Sedulitas autem * ſulte quem diligit, urget; 

Præcipue cum ſe numeris commendat et arte. 

Diſcit enim citius, meminitque libentius illud' 

Quod quit + deridet, quam quod: rt et veneratur. 

Nil moror | officium, quod me gravat: ac neque fit 


Nor x. 

V. 405, And I'm not. us'd to Panegyric trains. ] Arche 
biſhop Tillotſon hath ſaid, ** That ſatire and invective were 
the eaſieſt kind of wit, becauſe almoſt any degree of it 
would ſerve to abuſe and find fault, For wit (ſays he) 
js a keen inſtrument, and every ene can cut and gaſh with 
it. But to carve a beautiful image and poliſh ir, requires 
great art and dexterity, To praiſe a thing well, is an 
argument of much more wit than to abuſe: a little wit, 
and a great deal of ill- nature, will furniſh a man for 
*« ſatire, but the greateſt inſtance of wit is to commend 
« well,” 
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Ir true, a + woful likeneſs; and if lies, 

* Praiſe undeſerv'd is ſcandal in diſguiſe :” 

7ell may he + bluſh, who gives it, or receives; 
And when I flatter, let my dirty leaves 4ts 
(Like * Journals, Odes, and ſuch forgotten things 
Az Euſden, Philips, Settle, writ of Kings) 

Cloath ſpice, line trunks, or flutt"ring in a row, 
Befringe-the rails of Bedlam and Soho, 


In + dejus vultu proponi cereus uſquam, 

Nec grave factis decorari verſibus opto ; Joy 
Ne t rubeam ingui donatus munere, et una 

Cum * ſcriptore meo capſa porrectus aperta, 
Deferar in vicum vendentem thus et odores, 

It piper et quicquid chartis amicitur ineptis. 
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Ludentis ſpeciem dabit, et torquebitur. . Hor. 


EAR Col'nel, CogHAu's and your Country's 
Friend! 
You love a Verſe, take ſuch as I can ſend. 
A Frenchman comes, preſents. you with his Boy, 
Bows and begins—* This Lad, Sir, is of Blois: 
* Obſerve his ſhape, how clean! his locks how curl'd! 
*© My only ſon, I'd have him ſee the world: 6 


o 


LORE, bono claroque fidelis amice Neroni. 
Si quis forte velit puerum tibi vendere natum 
Tibure vel Gabiis, et tecum ſie agat: Hic et 
% Candidus, et talos a vertice pulcher ad imos, 


Nor E. 
V. 4. This Lad, Sir, is of Blois: ] A Town in | Beauce,. 
where the French tongue is ſpoken in great purity. 
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« His French is pure; his Voice too--you ſhall hear. 
« Sir, he's your ſtave, for twenty pound a- year. 

« Mere wax as yet, you faſhion him with eaſe, 

« Your Barber, Cook, Upholſt'rer, what you pleaſe: 
« A perfect genius at an Op'ra ſong — 11 
« To ſay too much, might do my honour wrong. 

« Take him with all his virtues, on my word; 

« His whole ambition was to ſerve 2 Lord: 

« But, Sir, to you, with what would I not part? rg 
„ Tho), faith, I fear, *twill break his Mother's heart. 
Once (and but once) I caught him in a lie, 

And then, unwhipp'd, he had the grace to cry : 

„ The fault he bas I fairly ſhall reveal, 

Could you o'erlook but that) it is, to ſteal.” 20 
If, after this, you took the graceleſs lad, 

ould you complain, my Friend, he prov'd fo bad: 


* 
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Fiet eritque tuus nummorum millibus octo; 

' Verna miniſteriis ad nutus aptus heriles; 

' Litterulis Græcis imbutus, idoneus arti 

* Cuilibet : argilla quidvis imitaberis uda: 

Quin etiam canet indoctum, ſed dulce bibenti. 
Multa fidem promiſſa levant, ubi plenius æquo 

Laudat venales, qui vult extrudere, merces. 

Res urget me nulla: meo ſum pauper in ære. 

Nemo hoc mangonum faceret tibi: non temere a me 
Quivis ferret idem: ſemel hic ceſſavit, et (ut fit) 

In ſcalis latuit metuens pendentis habenæ: 

Des nummos, excepta nihil te ſi fuga lædit.“ 

* Ille ferat pretium, pœnæ ſecurus, opinor. 

Tens emiſti vitioſum : dicta tibi eſt lex. 

acqueris tamen hunc, et lite moraris iniqua. 
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Faith, in ſuch caſe, if you ſhould proſecute, 
T think Sir Godfrey ſhould decide the ſuit; 
Who ſent the Thief that ſtole the Caſh, away, 23 
And puniſh'd him that put it in his way. 
+ Conſider then, and judge me in this light; 
I told you when I went, I could not write; 
You ſaid the fame; and are you diſcontent 
With laws to which you gave your own aſſent? 30 
Nay, worſe, to aſk for Verſe at ſuch a time! 
Bye think me good for nothing but to rhyme ? 
In AnNNA's Wars, a Soldier poor and old 
Had dearly earn'd a little purſe of gold: 
Tir'd with a tedious march, one luckleſs night, 3 
He ſlept, (poor dog!) and loft it, to a doit. 
This put the man in ſuch a deſp'rate mind, 
Between revenge, and prief, and hunger join'd, 
Againſt the foe, himſelf, and all mankind, 


- + Dixi me pigrum proficiſcenti tibi, dixi 
Talibus officiis prope mancum: ne mea ſævus 
Jurgares ad te quod epiſtola nulla veniret. 
Quid tum profeci, mecum facientia jura 
Si tamen attentas ? quereris ſuper hoc etiam, quod 
Exſpectata tibi non mittam carmina mendax. 
Luculli miles collecta viatica multis 
Frumnis, laſſus dum noctu ſtertit, ad aſſem 
Perdiderat : poſt hoc vehemens lupus, et ſibi et hol 
Iratus pariter, jejunis dentibus acer, 


Præſidium regale loco dejecit, ut aiunt, of 
Summe munito, et multarum divite rerum. he 
eig 

Nor E. whe 


V. 24. 1 think Sir Godfrey.] An eminent Juſtice of Peact ton; 
who decided much in the manner of Sancho Pancha.—9 to 4 
Godfrey Kneller, | 4 y 


1 


He leap'd the trenches, ſcal'd a Caſtle-wall, 49 
Tore down a Standard, took the Fort and all. 
« Prodigious well!” his great Commander cry'd, 


1 Gave him much praiſe, and ſome reward beſide. 
Next pleas'd his Excellence a town to batter ; 
(its name I know not, and it's no great matter) 45 
* Go on, my Friend, (he cry'd) ſce yonder walls! 
35 „Advance and conquer! go where Glory calls! 


« More honours, more rewards, attend the brave.” 
Don't you remember what reply he gave? 
« D'ye think me, noble Gen'ral, ſuch a Sot ? 80 
Let him take caſtles who has ne'er a groat.“ 

* Bred up at home, full early I begun 
To read in Greek the wrath of Peleus' ſon. 


* 


* — — — 


Carus ob id factum, donis ornatur honeſtis, 
Accipit et bis dena ſuper ſeſtertia nummiim. 
Forte ſub hoc tempus ca/?e//um evertere prætor 
Neſcio quod cupiens, hortari ceepit eundem 
Verbis, quæ timido quoque poſſent addere mentem: 
, bone, quo virtus tua te vocat : i pede fauſto, 
Grandia laturus meritorum præmia: quid ſtas ? 
Poſt hæc ille catus, quantumvis ruſticus, © Thit, 
 Tbit eo, quo vis, qui zonam perdidit,” inquit. 

* Rome nutriri mihi contigit, atque doceri, 


Norx. 

V. 52. Bred up at home, &c.] Mr Pope was taught his 
letters very early by an aunt; and, from thence to his eighth 
year, he took great delight in reading. He learned to write 
of himſelf, by copying after printed books, whoſe characters 
he brought himſelf to imitate in great perfection. At 
eight he was put under the care of one Taverner, a prieſt, 
who taught him the Rudiments of the Latin and Greek 
ton gues, together: from him, in a little time, he was ſent 
to a private ſchool at Twiford near Wincheiter. Here he 
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Beſides, my Father taught me from a lad, 


The better art to know the good from bad: 5s 


(And little ſure imported to remove, 

'To hunt for Truth in Maudlin's learned. grove.) 
But knottier points we knew not half ſo well, 
Depriv'd us ſoon of our paternal Cell ; 


And certain Laws, by ſuff*rers thought unjuſt, 69 


Deny'd all poſts of profit or of truſt : 
Hopes after hopes of pious Papiſts fail'd, 
While mighty WILLIAM's thund' ring arm prevail d. 


— — — —_ 


TIratus Graiis quantum nocuiſſet Achilles, 
Adjecere bonz paulo plus artis Athenz :, 
Scilicet ut poſſem carvo dignoſcere refu 

Atque inter ſilvas Academi guærere verum. 


Nor x. 
continued about a year, and was then removed 6 another, 
near Hyde -· park corner. Under theſe two laſt maſters he 
Joſt the little he had got under the prieſt. At twelve, he 
went with his father into the Foreſt; where he was fora 
few months under another prieſt, and with as little ſucceſs 
as before: for, as he uſed to ſay, he never could learn any 
thing which he did not purſue with pleaſure; and theſe 
milerable pedants had not the art of making his ſtudies an 
amuſement to him. Upon the remnants, therefore, of thi: 
ſmall ſtock, ſo hardly picked up, ſo eaſily loſt, and recovered 
(as we ſhall ſee) with ſo much labour, he at length thought 
fit to become his ewn maſter. And now the only method 
of ſtudy he preſcribed to himſelf, was reading thoſt claffc 
writers, who afforded him molt entertainment. Sov that 
while he was intent upon the ſubject, with a ſtrong appetite 
for knowledge, and an equal paſſion for poetry, he inſer- 
ſibly got Latin and Greek. And, what was extraordinar7, 
his impatience of reſtraint, in the uſual forms, did not lin- 
der his ſahjecting himſelf, now he was his own maſter, to 
all the drudgery and fatigue of perpetually recurring to his 
grammar and lexicon. By the time he was fifteen, he had 
acquired a very ready habit in the learned languages, when 
a ſtrong fancy came into his head to remove to London ts 
Learn French and Italian. His family (whoſe only objc& 
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1 OF HORACE. 


For Right Hereditary tax'd and fin'd, 
He ſtuck to poverty with peace of mind ; 6s: 


Dura ſed emovere loco me tempora grato 


Griliſque rudem belli tulit æſtus in arma, 


NoTEs. 
was the preſer vation of his miſerable infirm body) regarded 
it as a very wild project; but he perſiſted in it, and they 
gave way, To town he went, and maſtered thoſe two lan- 
guages with ſurpriſing diſpatch, The whole treaſure of 
Far naſſus now lay open to him; and, between this and his 
twentieth year, his conſtant employment was reading the 
moit conſiderable poets and critics in the Greek, Latin, 
French, Italian, and Engliſh languages: but all this with- 
out much order, as chance threw them in his way, or the 
caprice of deſultory reading directed his choice, This being 
one continued indulgence of his curioſity or amuſement, 
made him always ſpeak of theſe four or five years as the 
molt pleaſurable part of his life. 

Yet his true underſtanding would not ſuffer him to con- 
tinue long eaſy under ſo defective an education: for a vaſt 
memory, and an accurate judgment, which remedied many 
of its inconveniencies, made him but the more ſenſible of 
them all, So that at twenty, when the impetuoſity of his 
ſpirits began to permit his genius to be put under reſtraint, . 
le went over all the parts of his education anew, from the 
very beginning, and in a regular and more artful manner. 
Ne penetrated into the general grounds and reaſons of y__ 3 
he learned to diſtinguiſh the ſeveral ſnecies of ſtyle; he 
ſudĩed the peculiar genius and character of each language; 
he reduced his natural talent for poetry to a ſcience, and 
maſtered thoſe parts of philoſophy that would moſt contr i- 
bute to enrich his vein. And all this with ſuch continued 
attention, labour, and ſeverity, that he uſed to ſay, that he 
tad been ſeven years (that is, from twenty to twenty-ſeven) 
in unlearning all he had been acquiring for twice that 
time, 

V. 65. He Ruck to poverty with peace of mind.] There 
was ſomething very ſingular in the oeconomy of Mr Pope's - 
father. He was a merchant, and lived in London. At the 
Revolution he left off trade, and converted his effects into 
money, amounting to between fifteen and twenty thouſand 
hounds, with which he retired into the country. As he was 
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And me the Muſes help'd to undergo it ; 
Convict a Papiſt he, and I a Poet. 
But (thanks to Homer) ſince I live and thrive, 
Indebted to no Prince or Peer alive, 
Sure I ſhould want the care of ten Monroes, 70 
If I would ſcribble rather than repoſe. 

* Years foll'wing years, ſteal ſomething ev'ry day, 
At laſt they ſteal us from ourſelves away ; 
In one our Frolics, one Amuſements end, 
In one a Miſtreſs drops, in one a Friend : 5 
'This ſubtle Thief of life, this paltry Time, 
_ What will it leave me, if it ſnatch my rhyme ? 


Book IT, 


 Cofaris Auguſti 1 non reſponſura lacertis. 

Unde fimul primum me demiſere Philippi, 

Decifis humilem pennis, inopemque paternt 

Et laris et fundi, paupertas impulit audax 

Ut verſus facerem : ſed, quod non deſit, habentem, 

Quz poterunt unquam ſatis expurgare cicut £, 

Ni melius dormire putem, quam ſcribere verſus ? 
* Singula de nobis anni pradantur euntes; 


Nor EsV. 
a papiſt, he could not purchaſe, nor put his money to inte- 
reſt on real ſecurity; and as he adhered to the intereſts of 
King James, he made a point of conſcience not to lend it to 
the new government: ſo he k-pt it in his cheſt, and lived 
upon the principal; till, by that time his ſon came to the 
ſucceſſion, it was almoſt all fairly ſpent. 

V. 68. But (thanks to Homer), &c.] He began the Iliad at 
twenty-five, and finiſhed it in five years. It was publiſhed 
for his own benefit by ſubſcription. He ſold it to Lintot 
the bookſeller on the following terms, Twelve hundred 
pounds paid down, and all the books for his ſubſcribers. 
The Odyſſey was publiſhed in the ſame manner, and fold on 
the ſame conditions; except only that inſtead of twelve he 
had ſix hundred pounds. He was aſſiſted in this latter work 
by Broome and Fenton, to the firſt of whom he gave ix 
Hundred pounds ; and to the other rhree hundred. 

V. 79. Monroes.] Dr Monro, phytician to Bedlam hofpita}, 


b. I. OP HORACE, 85 


If ev'ry wheel of that unweary'd Mill 
That turn'd ten thouſand verſes, now ſtands till ? - 

But after all, what would you have me do? 80 
When out of twenty I can pleaſe not two; 
When this Heroics only deigns to praiſe, 
10 WW Sharp Satire that, and that Pindaric lays ? 

One likes the Pheaſant's wing, and one the leg; 
ay, The vulgar boil, the learned roaſt an egg, 88 
Hard taſk ! to hit the palate. of ſuch gueſts, 
When Oldfield loves what Dartineuf deteſts. 
+ But grant I may relapſe, for want of grace, 

Again to rhyme ; can London be the place : 
Who there his Muſe, or ſelf, or ſoul attends, 90 
In crowds, and courts, law, bus'neſs, feaſts, and 
My counſel ſends to execute a deed :. {friends ? 
A Poet begs me I will hear him read: 
In Palace-yard at nine you'll find me there— 
At ten for certain, Sir, in Bloomſb'ry ſquare— 95 


——_— 


Eripuere jocos, venerem, convivia, ludum ; 

Tendunt extorquere-poemata, quid faciam vis ? 
Denique non omnes cadem mirantur amantque. 

Carmine tu gaudes: hic delectatur iambis; 

Ne Bioneis ſermonibus, et fale nigro. 

Tres mihi convivæ prope diſſentire videntur, 

Poſcentes vario multum diverſa palato. 

Quid dem? quid non dem? renuis quod tu, jubet alter: 

Quod petis, id ſane eſt inviſum acidumque duobus. 
+ Przter cætera me Komene poemata cenſes 

deribere poſſe, inter tot curas totque labores ? 

Hic ſponſpum vocat, hic auditum ſeripta, relictis 

Onmibus officiis: cubat hic in colle Quirini, 
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J. d. Olaßeld - Darti neuf. ] Two celebrated glattons. 
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90 IMITATIONS Book II. 
Before the Lords at twelve my Cauſe comes on 
There's a Rehearſal, Sir, exact at one,— 
„% Oh, but a Wit can ſtudy in the ſtreets, 
% And raiſe his mind above the mob he meets,” 
Not quite fo well however as one ought ; 100 
A hackney coach may chance to ſpoil a thought; 
And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 
God knows, may hurt the very ableſt head. 
Have you not ſeen, at Guildhall's narrow paſs, 
Two Aldermen diſpute it with an Aſs? 10f 
And Peers give way, exalted as they are, 
Ev'n to their own S-r-v--nce in a Car? 

Go, lofty Poet! and in ſuch a croud 
Sing thy ſonorous verſe—but not aloud. 
Alas! ta Grottos and to Groves we run, 110 
To caſe and filence, ev'ry Muſe's ſon: 
Blackmore himſelf, for any grand effort, 
Would drink and doſe at Tooting or Earl's-Court. 
How ſhall I rhyme in this eternal roar ? 
How match the bards whom none c'er match'd before ? 


—— — -- - - ä—T— — ä — — 


Hic extremo in Aventino; viſendus uterque. 

Int ervalla vides humane commoda. verum 

« Purz ſunt platez, nihil ut meditantibus obſtet.“ 
Feſtinat calidus mulis geruliſque redemtor: 
Torquet nunc lapidem, nunc ingens machina tignum: 
Triſtia robuſtis luctantur funera plauſtris: 

Hac rabioſa fugit canis, hac lutulenta ruit ſus. 

} I nunc, et verſus tecum meditare canoros. 
Scriptorum chorus omnis amat nemus, et fugit urbes, 
Rite chens Bacchi, ſomno gaudentis et umbra. 
Tu me inter ſtrepitus nocturnos atque diurnos 
Vis canere, et contracta ſequi veſtigia yatum ? 


NOTE. 
V. 113, —-Tooting—E art” ccurt. j Two villages within 
a few miles of London. 
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Ep. II. OF HORACE, or 


+The Man, who, ſtretch'd in Ifis* calm retreat, 116 
To books and ſtudy gives fev'n years compleat, 
See! ſtrow'd with learned duſt, his night-cap on, 
He walks, an object new bencath the ſun ! 119 
The boys flock round him, and the people ſtare : 
80 ſtiff, ſo mute! ſome ſtatue, you would fwear, 5 
Stept from its Pedeſtal to take the air! 
And here, while town, and court, and city roars, 
With mobs, and duns, and ſoldiers, at their doors; 
Shall I, in London, act this idle part, 129 
Compoſing ſongs, for Fools to get by heart ? 

The Temple late two brother Serjeants ſaw, 
Who deem'd each other Oracles of Law; | 
With equal talents, theſe congenial fouls, 129 
One lull'd th' Exchequer, and one ſtunn'd the Rolls; 
Each had a gravity would make you ſplit, 
And ſhook his head at Murray, as a Wit. 
"Twas, “ Sir, your law” —and * Sir, your eloquence,” 
« Yours, Cowper's manner—and yours, Talbot's ſenſe.” 

* Thus we diſpoſe of all poetic merit, 135 

Yours Milton's genius, and mine Homer's ſpirit. 
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+ Ingenium, fibi quod vacuas deſumſit Athenas, 
Et ſtudiis annos /eptem dedit, inſenuitque 
Libris et curis, ſtatua taciturnius exit 
Plerumque, et riſu populum quatit; hic ego rerum 
Fluctibus in mediis, et tempeſtatibus urbis, 
Verba lyræ motura ſonum connectere digner? 
Frater erat Romæ conſulti rhetor; ut alter 
Alterius ſermone meros audiret honores : 
Gracchus ut hic illi, foret huic ut Mucius ille, 
Qui minus argutos vexat furor iſte poctas? 
, Car mie. compono, hic elogus; mirabile viſu, 


Glatumque novem Muſis opus. aſpice primum, 


93 IMITATFONS Beck N 


Call Tibbald Shakeſpeare, and he'll ſwear the Nine, 
Pear Cibber ! never match'd one Ode. of thine. 
Lord! how we ſtrut thro' Merlin's Cave, to ſee 

No Poets there, but Stephen, you, and me. 140 
Walk with reſpe& behind, while we at eaſe 

Weave laurel Crowns, and take what names we pleaſe. 
My dear Tibullus!“ if that will not do, 

Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you: 

Or, I'm content, allow me Dryden's ſtrains, 145 
« And you ſhall riſe up Otway for your pains.” 
Much do I ſuffer, much, to keep in peace 

This jealous, waſpiſh, wrong-head, rhyming race; 
And much muſt flatter, if the whim ſhould bite 

To court applauſe by printing what I write: 130 
But let the fit paſs o'er; I'm wiſe enough 

To ſtop my ears to their confounded ſtuff. 


— 


Quanto cum faſtu, quanto molimine circum- 
Spectemus vacuam Romanis vatibus ædem. 

Mox etiam (ſi forte vacas) ſequere, et procul audi, 
Quid ferat, et quare ſibi nectat uterque coronam. 
Cædimur et totidem plagis con ſumimus hoſtem, 
Lento Samnites ad lumina prima duello. 

Diſcedo Alczus puncto illius; iHe meo quis? 
Quis, niſft-Calhmachus ? ſi plus adpoſcere viſus, 
Fit Mimnermus, et optivo cognomine creſcit. 
Multa fero, ut placem genus irritabile vatum, 


| NOTES. 

V. 139. — Werlin's Cave. ] In the royal gardens at Rich- 
mond. By this it ſhould ſeem, as if the collection of poetry 
in that place was not to our author's taſte. 

V. 140. —but Stephen. ] Mr Stephen Duck, a modeſt and 
worthy man, who had the honour (which many, who thought 
themſelves his betters in poetry had not) of being citecmed- 
by Mr Pope, 
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* In vain bad Rhymers all mankind reject, 

They treat themſelves with moſt profound reſpectl 
4% MW 1is to ſmall purpoſe that you hold your tongue, 155 

Fach prais'd within, is happy all day long: 
fe, but how ſeverely with themſelves proceed 
The men who write ſuch Verſe as we can read ? 
Their own ſtrict Judges, not a word they ſpare, 
That wants or force, or light, or weight, or care, 160 


4s ; hs e 
Howe'er unwillingly it quits its place, 
Nay tho' at Court (perhaps) it may find grace: 
Such they'll degrade; and ſometimes, in its ſtead, 
+ in downright chartty revive the dead; 
0 Mark where a bold expreſſive phraſe appears, 163 


Fright thro' the rubbiſh of ſome hundred years; 
Command old words that long have ſlept, to wake, 
Words that wiſe Bacon or brave Rawleigh ſpake; 
Or bid the new be Engliſh, ages hence, 

(For Uſe will father what's begot by Senſe) 170 
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Cum ſeribo, et ſupplex populi fuffragia capto: 
Idem, finitis ſtudiis, et mente recepta, 
Obturem patulas impune legentibus aures. 

* Ridentur mala qui componunt carmina : verum 
GCaudent ſcribentes, et ſe venerantur, et ultro, 
$i taceas, laudant ; quidquid ſcripſere, beati. 
At qui legitimum cupiet feciffe poema, 
Cum tabulis animum cenſoris ſumet honeſti : 
Audebit quzcunque parum ſplendoris habebunt, 
Et ſine pondere erunt, et hong e indigna ſerentur, 
Verba movere loco; quamvis invita recedant, 
Et verſentur adhuc intra penetralia Veſtæ; 
f 9ſcurata diu populo bonus eruet, atque 
profere t in lucem ſpecioſa vocabula rerum, 
Quae priſces memorata Catonibus atque Cethegie, 
Nunc ſitus informis premit et deſerta vetuſtas: 
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94. IMITATIONS: Book It, WF! 
Pour the full tide of eloquence along, Ne 
Serenely pure, and yet divinely ſtrong, Ar 
Rich with the treaſures of each foreign tongue; Hit 
Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine, Th 
But ſhow no mercy to an empty line ; TY Al 
Then poliſh all, with ſo much life and eaſe My 
You think tis: Nature, and a knack to pleaſe: yi 


« But eaſe in writing flows from Art, not Chance; Ha 

«© As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn'e to dance,” | 
If ſuch the plague and pains to write by rule, 180 

Better (ſay I) be pleas'd, and play the fool; 

Call, if you will, bad rhyming a diſeaſe, 

It gives men happineſs, or leaves them eaſe. 

There liv'd in primo Georgii (they record) 

A worthy member, no ſmall fool, a Lord; 187 

Who, tho' the Houſe was up, delighted fate, 

Heard, noted, anſwer'd, as in full debate: 

In all, but this, a man of ſober life, 

Fond of his Friend, and civil to his Wife; 


—— 
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Adſciſcet nova, quae genitor produxerit uſus : 
Vehemens et liguidus, puroque fimillimus amni, 
Funlet opes, Latiumque beabit divite lingua: 
Luxuriantia compeſcet : nimis aſpera ſano 
Levabit cultu, yirtute carentia tollet : 

Ludertis ſpeciem dabit, et torquebitur, ut qui 
Nunc Saty rum, nunc agreſtem Cyclopa movetur, 
* Prztulerim ſeriptor delirus inerſque videri, 
Dum mea delectent mala me, vel denique fallant, 
Quam ſapere, et ringi. Fuit haud ignobi lis Argis, 
Qui ſe credebat miros audire tragedos, 

In vacuo lætus ſeſſor plauſorque theatro : 

Cztera qui vitæ ſervaret munia recto 

More; bonus ſane vicinus, amabilis hoſpes, 

C mis in uxorem; poſſet qui ignoſcere ſervisg 


il OF HORACE 53 
Not quite a madman tho' a paſty fell, 199 
And much too wiſe to walk into a well. 

Him, the damn'd Doctors and his Friends immur'd, 
They bled, they cupp'd, they purg'd; in ſhort, they 
Whercat the gentleman began to ſtare— [cur'd: 
My Friends ! he cry'd, p—x take you for your care! 
[hat from a patriot of diſtinguiſh'd note, 196 
Have bled and purg'd me to a ſimple Vote. 

Well, on the whole, plain proſe muſt be my fate: 
Wiſdom (curſe on it!) muſt come ſoon or late. 
There is a time when Poets will grow dull : 200 
]'ll c'en leave verfes to the boys at ſchool ; 
To rules of Poetry no more confin'd, 
ll learn to ſmooth and harmonize my mind, 
Teach ev'ry thought within its bounds to roll, 
And keep the equal meaſure of the Soul. 205 
+ Soon as I enter at my country door, 
My mind reſumes the thread it dropt before: 
Thoughts, which at Hyde-park corner I forgot, 
— WW Mcct and rejoin me, in the Penſive Grot. 
There all alone, and compliments apart, 219 
alk theſe ſober queſtions of my heart. 
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Et ſigno læſo non inſarire lagenæ: 
P:/ſet qui rupem, et puteum vitare patentem. 
Hic ubi cognatorum opibus curiſque refectus, 
Expulit elleboro morbum bilemque mera« o, 
Et redit ad ſeſe: Pol me occidiſtis, amici, 
Non ſervaſtis, ait; cui ſic extorta voluptas, 
Et demtus per vim mentis gratiſſimus error. 
* Nimirum ſapere eſt abjectis utile nugis, 
It tempeſtivum pueris concedere ludum; 
Ac non verba ſequi fidibus modulanda Latinis, 
dd vere numeroſque modoſque ediſcere vite. 
Wocirca mecum loquor hc, tacituſque recordor; 
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* If, when the more you drink, the more you crave, 
You tell the Doctor; when the more you have, 
'The more you want, why not with equal eaſe 
Confcſs as well your Folly, as Diſeaſe ? 21; 
The heart reſolves this matter in a trice, , 
„% Men only feel the ſmart, but not the Vice.“ 

+ When golden Angels ceaſe to cure the Evil, ; 
You give all royal Witchcraft to the Devil : | 
When ſervile Chaplains cry, that birth and place 2:0 . 
Indue a Peer with honour, truth, and grace, 
Look in that breaſt, moſt dirty D— ! be fair, 
Say, can you find out one ſuch lodger there: 
Yet ſtill, not heeding what your heart can teach, 5 
You go to church to hear thoſe Flatt'rers preach. 225 5 

Indeed, could wealth beſtow or wit or merit, \ 

ly 
1 
; 


FI } 


A grain of courage, or a ſpark of ſpirit, 
Thc wiſeſt man might bluſh, I muſt agree, 
If D— lov'd ſixpence, more than he. 


— —_— 


* Si tibi nulla ſitim finiret copia lymphæ 
Narrares medicis : quod quanto plura paraſti, 
Tanto plura cupis, nulline faterier audes? 

+ Si vulnus tibi monſtrata radice vel herba 
Non ſieret levius, fugeres radice vel herba 
Proficiente nihil curarier : audieras, cui 
Rem Di donarint, illi decedere pravam 
Stultitiam : et, cum ſis nihilo ſapientior, ex quo P, 
Plenior es, tamen uteris monitoribus iſdem? | 

At ſi divitiz prudentem reddere poſſent, 

Si cupidum timidumque minus te; nempe ruberes, 
Viveret in terris, te ſiquis avarior uno. 


| NoTE. 
V. 220. When ſcrvile Chaplains cry. ] Dr Ken. t. 
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® If there be truth in Law, and Uſe can give 230 
A Property, that's yours on which you hve, 
Delight ful Abs-court, if its fields afford 
Their fruits to you, confeſſes you its lord: 

All + Worldly's hens, nay, partridge, ſold to town, 
His Ven'ſon too, a guinea makes your own : 235 
He bought at thouſands, what with better wit 

You purchaſe as you want, and bit by bit; 

Now, or long fiace, what diff rence will be found? 
You pay a penny, and he paid a pound. 

t Heathcote himſelf, and ſuch large-acred men, 240 

Lords of fat Eſham, or of Lincoln fen, 

Buy ev'ry ſtick of wood that lends them heat, 

Buy ev'ry Pullet they afford to eat. 

Yet theſe are Wights, who fondly call their own 
Half that the Dev'l o'erlooks from Lincoln town. 245 
The Laws of God, as well as of the land, 

Abhor a Perpetuity ſhould ſtand : 


i proprium eſt, quod quis libra mercatus et re eſt, 
Quzdam (> credis conſu'tis!) mancipat s: 
Qui te paſcit ager, tuus eſt; et vilicus Orbi, 
Cum ſegetes occat tibi mox frumenta daturas, 
e dominum ſentit. 
+ das nummos; accipus uvam, 
Pullos, ova, cadum temeti: nempe modo iſto 
Paulatim mercis agrum, fortaſſe trecentis, 
Aut etiam ſupra nummorum millibus emtum. 
Qud refert, vivas numerata nuper, an olim? 

} Emtor Aricini quondam, Veientis et arvi, 
Emtum cœnat olus, quamvis aliter putat; emtis 
dub noctem gelidam lignis caleſactat ahenum. 

Sd vocat uſque ſuum, qua populus adſita certis 

Vol. III. F 


HC 
— 


— 


— 


1 
(| 
. 
4 
4 14 
4 
1 | 
9 


— 2 5 
_ 1 


— 


—— 2 


— 


98 IMITATIONS Book U. 


Eſtates have wings, and hang in Fortune's pow'r 

'* Looſe on the point of ev'ry wav'ring hour, 

Ready, by force, or of your own accord, 250 

By ale, at leaſt by death, to change their lord. 

Man? and for ever? wretch | what wou'dſt thou have! 

Heir urges heir, like wave impelling wave. 

All vaſt poſſeſſions (juſt the ſame the caſe 

Whether you call them Villa, Park, or Chaſe) 255 

Alas, my BaTHuRsT! what will they avail ? 

Join Cotſwood hills to Saperton's fair dale; 

Let rifing Granaries and Temples here, 

There mingled farms and pyramids appear, 

Link towns to towns with avennes of oak, 269 

Encloſe whole downs in walls, *tis all a joke! 

Inexorable Death ſhall level all, 

And trees, and ſtones, and farms, and farmer fall. 
+ Gold, Silver, Iv'ry, Vaſes ſculptur'd high, 

Paint, Marble, Gems, and robes of Perſian dye, 265 

There are who have not—and thank Heaven there are, 

Who, if they have not, think not worth their care. 


— _ — 


Limitibus vicina refigit jurgia : tanquam 

Sit propriam quidquam, gyzneto quod mobilis horæ, 
Nunc prece, nunc pret'o, nunc vi, nunc morte ſuprema, 
Permutet dominos, et cedat in altera jura. 

Sic, quia per petuus nulli datur 2/8, et hæres 
Hæredem alterius, velut unda ſupervenit undam: 
Quid vici proſunt, aut horrea? quidve calabris 
Saltibus adjecti Lucani ; ſi metit Orcus 
Grandia cum parvis, non exorabilis auro? 

+ Gemmas, marmor, ebur, Tyrrhena ſigilla, tabellas, 
Argentum, veſtes Gætulo murice tinctas, 

Bunt qui non habcant zeſt qui non curat habere. 
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Ep. II. OF HORACE. 99 


Talk what you will of Taſte, my friend, you'll find 
Two of a face, as ſoon as of a mind. 
Why, of two brothers, rich and reſtleſs one - 270 
Plows, burns, manures, and toils from ſun to ſun; 
The other flights, for women, ſports, and wines, 


All Townſhend's turnips, and all Groſvenor's mines: 


Why one, like Bu—, with pay and ſcorn content, 
Bows and votes on, in Court and Parliament; 275 
One, driv'n by ſtrong Benevolence of ſoul, 

Shall ly, like Oglethorpe, from pole to pole: 

Is known alone to that Directing Pow'r, 

Who forms the Genius in the natal hour ; 

That God of Nature, who, within us ſtill, 236 
lnclines our action, not conſtrains our will; 

Various of temper, as of face or frame, 

Lach individual: his great end the tame, 


— — a 


+ Cur alter fratrum ceſare, et ludere, et wngi 
Przferat Herodis palmetis pinguibus ; alter 
Dives ct importunus, ad umbram lucis ab ortu 
dilveſtrem flammis et ferro mitiget agrum : 

Scit Genius, natale comes qui temperat aſtrum : 
NATURA DEUS HUMANE, mortalis in unum- 
-Quodque caput, vultu mutabilis, albus, et ater, 


NoTEs. 
V. 273. All Town/hend's turnips.] Lord Townſhend, 
Secretary of State to George the firſt and ſecond,—-When 
this great ſtateſman retired from buſineſs, he amuſed him- 
ſelf in huſbandry; and was particularly fond of that kind of 
rural improvement which ariſes from Turnips; it was tlic 
favourite ſubject of his converſation, 
V. 277. ——fly, like Oglethorpe.) Luployed in ſettling the . 
colony of Georgia, 
12 
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* Yes, Sir, how ſmall ſoever be my heap, 
A part I will enjoy, as well as keep. 183 
My heir may ſigh, and think it want of grace 
A man ſo poor would live without a place: 
But ſure no ſtatute in his favour ſays, 
How free, or frugal, I ſhall paſs my days: 
I, who at ſometimes ſpend, at others ſpare, 290 
Divided between careleilneſs and care: 
"Tis ong thing madly to diſperſe my ſtore; 
Another, not to heed to treaſurc more: 
Glad, like a boy, to ſuatch the firſt good day, 
And pleas'd, if fordid want be far away. 293 
+ What is't to me (a paſſenger, God wot) 
Whether my veilel be firſt rate or not? 
The ſhip itſeif may make a better ſigure, 
But I that fail, am neither leſs nor bigger. 


* Utar, et ex modico, quantum res poſcet, acervo 
Tollam : nec metuam, quid de me judicet eres, 
Quod non p ure dat invercrit, et tamen idem 
Scire volam, quantum ſimplex hilariſ ue nepoti 
Diſcrepct, et quantum diſcordet parcus avaro. 
Diſtat enim, ſpargas tua prodigus, an neque ſumtum 
Invitus facias, nec plura parare labores; 

Ac potius, puer ut telt:s Quinquatribus olim, 
Exiguo graf ge fruaris tempore raptim. 

+ Pauperics immunda procul procul abſit: ego utrum 
Nave ferar mag / a an par va, ferar urus et idem. 

Non agimur tumidis velis Aquilone ſccundo: 
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Nor E. 
J. 288. But ſure no ſtatute.) Alluding to the fl'tutet Vats 
made in England and Ireland, to regulate the ſucceſſion of 


papiſts, Cc. 
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I neither ſtrut with ev'ry fav'ring breath, 399 

Nor ſtrive with all the tempeſt 1a my teeth. 

In pow'r, wit, figure, virtue, fortune, plac'd 

Behind the foremoſt, and before the laſt. 

% But why all this of Av'rice? I have none.” 

I wiſh you joy, Sir, of a Tyrant gone; 305 
) But does no other lord it at this hour, 

As wild and mad ? the Avarice of pow'r ? 

Does neither Rage inflame, nor Fear appall ? 

Not the black fear of death, that ſaddens all ? 

With terrors round, can Reaſon hold her throne, 3re 
5 Deſpiſe the knowa, nor tremble at th' unknown? 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
In ſpite of witches, devils, dreams and fire ? 
Pleas'd to look forward, pleas'd to look behind, 
And coun each birth-day with a grateful mind? 315 
Has life no ſourneſs, drawn ſo near its end? 
Can'ſt thou endure a foe, forgive a friend? 
Has age but melted the rough parts away, 
As winter-fruits grow mild cre they decay ? 
Or will you think, my friend, the buſineſs done, 
When of a hundred thorns you pull out one? 32 
Non tamen adverſis ætatem ducimus Auſtris. 
Viribus, ingenio, ſpecie, virtute, loco, re. 
Extremi primorum, extremis uſque priores. 
rum Non es avarus: abi. quid? cætera jam ſimul iſto 
cum vitio fugere? caret tibi pectus inaui 
Ambitiogne ? caret mortis formidine et ira? 
Smnia, terrores magicos, miracula, ſagas, 
NoQturnos lemures, portentaque ITheſſala rides? 
Natales grate numeras ? ignoſcis amicis 2 
Lemar et melior ſis accedente ſeacta. ? 
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* Learn to live well, or fairly make your will; 
You've play'd, and lov'd, and eat, and drank your fill'; 
Walk ſober off; before a ſprightlier age 
Comes titt'ring on, and ſhoves you from the ſtage: 
Leave ſuch to trifle with more grace and eaſe, 326 
Whom Folly pleaſes, and whoſe Follies pleaſe, 


Quid te exempta levat ſpinis de pluribus una ? 
* Vivere ſi recte neſcis, decede peritis. 
Luſiſti ſatis, ediſti ſatis, atque bibiſti: 
Tempus abire tibi eſt: ne potum largius æquo 
Radcat, et pulſet laſciva decentius ætas. 
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Quid vetat et noſmet Lucili ſeripta legente: 
Quaerere, num illins, num rerum dura negaris 
Verſiculos natura magis factos, et cuntes 
Mollius ? Hor. 
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* ES! thank my ſtars! as early as I knew 
This Town, I had the ſenſe to hate it too: 
Yet here, as ev'n in Hell, there muſt be ſtill 
one Giant-Vice, ſo excellently il}, 
That all beſide, one pities, not abhors ; [+ 
s who knows Sappho, ſmiles at other whores. 
I grant that Poetry's a crying ſin; 
It brought (no doubt) th? Exciſe and Army in 
Catch'd like the Plague, or Love, the Lord knows how, 
But that the cure is ſtarving, all zllow. 10 
Yet like the Papiſt's, is the Poet's ſtate, 
Poor and diſarm'd, and hardly worth your hate! 
Here a lean Bard, whoſe wit could never give 
Hunſelf a dinner, makes an Actor live: 


R 


C1R; though (I thank God for it) I do hate 
k- Perfectly alt this town; yet there's one ſtate 
In all ill things, fo excellently beſt, 
That hate towards them, breeds pity towards the reſt. 
Though Poetry, indeed, be ſuch a fin, 
As I think, that brings dearth and Spaniares in: 
Though, like the peſtilence, and old-faſhion'd love, 
Ridlingly it catch men, and doth remove 
Never, till it be ſtarv'd out; yet their ſtate 
Is poor, diſarm'd, like Papiſts, not worth hate. 

One (like a wretch, which at bar judg'd as dead, 
let prompts him which ſtands next, ald cannot ready 
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The Thief condemn'd, in law already dead, 1 
So prompts, and faves a rogue who cannot read. 
Thus as the pipes of ſome carv'd Organ move, 
The gilded puppets dance and mount above: 
Heav'd by the breath th' inſpiring bellows blow; |M"" 
Th' inſpiring bellows ly and pant below. 10 

One ſings the Fair; but ſongs no longer move; 
No rat is rhym'd to death, nor maid to love: 


In Love's, in Nature's ſpite, the ſiege they hold, E 
And ſcorn the fleſh, the dev'l, and all but gold. 
8 Sch 
Theſe write to Lords, ſome mean reward to get, of 
As needy beggars ſing at doors for meat. WM... 
Thoſe write becauſe all write, and fo have ſtill 
- Excuſe for writing, and for writing ill. 15 
Wretched indeed ! but far more wretched yet 4 
A 8 Ti 
Is he who makes his meal on others wit : 0 on 
Tis chang'd, no doubt, from what it was before, 
His rank digeſtion makes it wit no more: 
9 
And ſaves his liſe) gives Ideot Actors means A: 
(Starving himſelf) to live by's labour'd ſcenes. Fc 
As in ſome Organs, Puppets dance above, Ti 
And bellows pant below, which them do move. 
One would move love by rythmes; but witchcraft 
charms 
Bring not now their old fears, nor their old harms; WI 
Rams and ſlings now are ally battery, 4 


Piſtolets are the beſt artillery. 

And they who write to Lords, rewards to get, \ 

Are they not like fingers at doors for meat? I 

And they who write, becauſe all write, have till 

That ſcuſe for writing, and for writing ill. 0 
But he is worſt, who beggarly doth chaw 

Others wits fruits, and in his ravenous mau 


REES EESSASDS: icy 


genſe, paſs'd thro' him, no longer is the ſame ; 
For food digeſted takes another name. 

| paſs o'er all thoſe Confeſſors and Martyrs, 35 
Who live like S—tt—n, or who die like Chartres, 
Out- cant old Eſdras, or out-drink his heir, 


1 Ont-uſure Jews, or Iriſhmen out- ſwear; 
Wicked as Pages, who in carly years 

Act fins which Priſca's Confeſſor ſcarce hears. 40 

Ey'n thoſe T pardon, for whoſe ſinful ſake | 
| Shoclmen new tenements in hell muſt make; 
k - {Wo whoſe ſtrange crimes no Canoniſt can tel} 

In what Commandment's large contents they dwell, 

One, one man only breeds my juſt offence; 45 

Whom crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave impu- gg,. "RX 

X Time, that at laſt matures a clap to pox, {dence: No 


Whoſe gentle progreſs makes a calf an ox, 3 


— 4 ” »«. 


dankly digeſted, doth theſe things out- ſpue, 
As his own things; and they're his own, 'tis true: 
For if one eat my meat, though it be known 
The meat was mine, the excrement's his own. 
But theſe do me no harm, nor they which uſe, 
3 „„. . - - . - . to out-uſure Jews, 
out- drink the ſea, t' out-ſwear the Letanic, 
3 Who with fins all kinds as familiar be 
4s Confeſſors, and for whoſe finful ſake 
*hoolmen new tenements in hell muſt make: 
Whoſe ſtrange fins Canoniſts could hardly tell 
In which Commandment's large receit they dwell. | * 


But theſe puniſh themſelves. The inſolence 8 4 4 
07 Ciſcus only breeds my juſt offence, 4 1 
“ . . 11 
hom Time (which rots all, and makes botches pox, "Sf 


and plodding on, muſt make a calf an ox) 
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And brings all natural events to paſs, 

Hath made him an Attorney of an Aſs, 90 
No young divine, new-benefic'd, can be 

More pert, more proud, more poſitive than he, 
What further could I with the fop to do, 

But turn a wit, and ſcribble verſes too? 

Pierce the ſoft lab'rinth of a Lady's car 5; 
With rhymes of this per cent. and that per year ? 
Or court a Wife, ſpread out his wily parts, 

Like nets or hme-twigs, for rich Widows' hearts; 


Call himſelf Barriſter to ev'ry wench, 


And wooe in language of the Pleas and Bench? 6 

Language, which Boreas might to Auſter hold, 

More rough than forty Germans when then ſcold, 
_ Curs'd be the wretch, ſo venal and fo vain; 
Paltry and Proud, as drabs in Drury-lane. 

"Tis ſuch a bounty as was never known, 65 
If Pz rex deigns to help you to your own; 


—— — 


Hath made a Lawyer; which, (alas), of late; 
But ſcarce a Poet : jollier of this ſtate, 
Than are new-benefic'd Miniſters, he throws 
Like nets or lime-twigs whereſoc'er he goes 
His title of Barriſter on ev'ry wench, 
And wooes in language of the Pleas and Bench. 

Words, words which would tear 
The tender labyrinth of a Maid's ſoft ear: 
More, more than ten Sclavonians ſcolding, more 
Than when winds in our ruin'd Abbyes roar. 
Then fick with Poetry, and poſſeſs'd with Muſe 
Thou waſt, and mad I hop'd ; but men which chul 
Law practice for mere gain; bold ſoul repute 
Worſe than imbrothel'd ſtrumpets proſtitute, 
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What thanks, what praiſe, if Peter but ſupplies ! 
% And what a ſolemn face if he denies ! 
Grave, as when pris'ners ſhake the head and ſwear 
was only Suretyſhip that brought em there. 70 
His Office keeps your Parchment fates entire, 
He ſtarves with cold to fave them from the fire ; 
For you he walks the ſtreets thro” rain or duſt, 
For not in Chariots Peter puts his truſt; 96 
For you he ſweats and labours at the laws, 75 x 
; 


Il 


Takes God to witneſs he affects your cauſe, 
And lies to ev'ry Lord in ev'ry thing, | 
6% Like a King's Favourite—or like a King. ; $ 4. 
Theſe are the talents that adorn them all, 1 "i 
From wicked Waters ev'n to godly * * 89 6 


Not more of Simony beneath black gowns, 1 } 
Not more of baſtardy in heirs to Crowns. 14 
6; ln hillings and in pence at firſt they deal, K 
And ſteal fo little, few perceive they ſtcal ; & | 
Till, like the fea, they compaſs all the land, 95 71 | 
from Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover ſtrand : q 1 | 
1 
1 
Now like an owl-like watchman he muſt walk, k } 
His band {till at a bill; now he muſt talk 144 
ly, like pris'ners, which whole months will ſwear, 2 | 
That only ſuretyſhip hath brought them there, "81 
And to every ſuitor lie in every thing, 3 1 
Like a King's Favourite—or like a King. "1 


Like a wedge in a block, wring to the barre, 1 
tearing like aſſes, and more ſhameleſs farre 41 
Than carted whores lic to the grave Judge; for 
Baſtardy abounds not in the King's titles, nor 
dimony and Sodomy in Churchmen's lives, 

As theſe things do in him; by theſe he thrives, 
Vol. III. R 


uſe 


— = 2 = 
TT —————2,Ä¶—. ̃ — : — 


1180 SATTIRES Or DR DONNE «at. ff, 


And when rank Widows purchaſe luſcious nights, 
Or when a Duke to Janſen punts at White's, 

Or City-heir in mortgage melts away, 

Satan himſelf feels far leſs joy than they. 90 
Piece-meal they win this acre firſt, then that, 
Glean on, and gather up the whole eſtate : 

Then ſtrongly fencing ill-got wealth by law, 
Indentures, Cov'nants, Articles they draw, 

Large as the fields themſelves, and larger far gy 
Than Civil Codes, with all their Gloſles, are; 
So vaſt, our new Divines, we muſt confeſs, 

Are Fathers of the Church for writing leſs. 

But let thetn write for you, each rogue impaits 
The deeds, and dextrouſly omits ſes heires : 100 
No Commentator can more ſlily paſs 

O'er a leatn'd, unintelligible place: 


1 


* 


Shortly (as th' ſea) he'll compaſs all the land, 


From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover ſtrand. 
And ſpying heirs melting with Luxury, 

Satan will not joy at their ſins as he: 

For (as a thrifty wench ſcrapes kitchen-ſtuffe, 
And barrelling the droppings, and the ſnuffe 

Of waſting candles, which in thirty year, 
Reliquely kept, perchance buys wedding chear) 
Piece-meal he gets lands, and ſpends as much time 
Wringing each acre, as maids pulling prime. 

In parchment then, large as the fields, he draws 
Aſſurances, big as gloſs'd civil laws, 

So huge that men (in our times forwardneſs) 
Are Fathers of the Church for writing leſs. 
Theſe he writes not; nor for theſe written payes; 
"Therefore ſpares no length (as in thoſe firſt dayes 
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Or, in quotation, ſhrewd Divines leave out 

Thoſe words that would againſt them clear the doubt. 
So Luther thought the Pater-noſter long, 105 

When doom'd to ſay his Beads and Even-ſong ; 

But having caſt his cowle, and left thoſe laws, 

Adds to Chriſt's pray'r the Power and Glory clauſe. 
The lands are bought ; but where are to be found 

Thoſe ancient woods, that ſhaded all the ground ? 

We ſee no new-built palaces aſpire, 111 

No kitchens emulate the veſtal fire. 

Where are thoſe troops of Poor, that throng'd of yore 

The good old landlord's hoſpitable door ? 

Well, I could wiſh, that ſtil} in lordly domes 115 

Some beaſts were kill'd, tho' not whole hecatombs ; 

That both extremes were baniſh'd from their walls, 

Carthuſian faſts, and fulſome Bacchanals ; 


When Luther was profeſs'd, he did deſire 
dhort Pater noſters, ſaying as a Fryer 
Tach day his Beads; but having left thoſe laws, 
Adds to Chriſt's prayer the Power and Glory clauſe.) 
But when he ſells or changes land, h' impaires 
The writings, and (unwatch'd) leaves out ſes heires, 
As ſlily as any Commenter goes by 
Hard words, or ſenſe ; or, in Divinity 
As controverters in vouch'd Texts, leave out 
Surewd words, which might againſt them clear the 
doubt. 
Where are theſe ſpread woods which cloath here- 
tofore 
Thoſe bought lands ? not built, nor burnt within door. 
Where the old landlord's troops, and almes ? In halls 
Carthuſian Faſts, and fulſome Bacchanals 
K 2 
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And all mankind might that juſt Mean obſerve, 
In which none e'er could ſurfeit, none could ſtarve, 
Theſe as good wooks, tis true, we all allow, 121 
But oh! theſe works are not in faſhion now: 

Like rich old wardrobes, things extremely rare, 
Extremely fine, but what no man will wear. 

Thus much I've ſaid, I truſt without offence; 1231! 
Let no Court Sycophant pervert my ſenſe, e 
Nor ſly Informer watch, theſe words to draw ] 
Within the reach of Treaſon, or the Law. 1 

1 


* 


— 111 


Equally I hate. Means bleſt. In rich men's homes 
I bid kill fome beaſts, but no hecatombs ; 

None ſtarve, none ſurfeit ſo. But (oh) we allow 
Good works as good, but out of faſhion now, 

Lake old rich wardrobes. But my words none draw 
Within the vaſt reach of th' huge ſtatutes jawes. 


Wei 
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\ ELL, if it be my time to quit the ſtage, 
Adieu to all the follies of the age! 

die in charity with fool and knave, 

Secure of peace at leaſt beyond the grave. 


I've had my Purgatory here betimes, 5 


And paid for all my ſatires, all my rhymes. 
The Poet's hell, its tortures, fiends, and flames, 
To this were trifles, toys and empty names. 
With fooliſh pride my heart was never fir'd, 
Nor the vain itch t' admire, or be admir'd; 10 
I hop'd for no commithon from his Grace; 
bought no benefice, I begg'd no place; 
Had no new verſes, nor new ſuit to ſhow; 
Jet went to Court — the Dev would have it ſo, 


rin 


W ELL; I may now receive and die. My fin 
Indeed is great, but yet I have been in 
4 Purgatory, ſuch as fear'd Hell is 
A recreation, and ſcant map of this. 
My mind neither with pride's itch, nor hath been 
Porton'd with love to ſee or to be ſeen; 
| had no ſuit there, nor new ſuit to ſhow, 
Yet went to Court ; but as Glare which did go 


NOTE. 
V. 3. 1 die in charity with f and knave.] We verily 
Mink he did, But of the cauſe of his death, not only the 
weiors, but other people difſered. His Samily ſus gelte, that 


K 3 . 


„ 


i 


U 
' 


114 SATIRES OF DR DONNE Sat. N. 


But as the Fool, that in reforming days 13 
Would go to Maſs in jeſt (as ſtory ſays) 

Could not but think, to pay his fine was odd, 

Since 'twas no form'd deſign of ſerving God; 

So was I punith'd, as if full as proud, 

As prone to ill, as negligent of good, 29 

As deep in debt, without a thought to pay, 

As vain, as idle, and as falſe as they ; 
Who live at Court, for going once that way ! 
Scarce was I enter'd, when, behold ! there came | 
A taing which Adam had been pos'd to name; 25 
Noah had refus'd it lodging in his Ark, | 
Where all the Race of Reptiles might embark: | 


Em, | 


To Maſs in jeſt, catch'd, was fain to diſburſe 
Two hundred markes, which 1s the Statutes curſe, 

Before he 'ſcap'd; ſo it pleas'd my deſtiny - 
(Guilty of my fin of going) to think me 


As prone to all ill, and of good as forget- 


Full, as proud, luſtfull, and as much in debt, 

As vain, as witleſe, and as-falſc as they 

Which dwell in Court, for once going that way. 
Therefore I ſuffer'd this; towards me did run 

A thing more ſtrange than on Nile's ſlime the Sun 


- * 
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4 Nor E. 
a general decay of nature, which had been long coming on, 
end-d with a dropſy in the breaſt, The gentlemen of the 
Duuciad maintain, that he fell by the keen pen of our re 
doubtable Laureat. We ourſelves ſhould be inclined to this 
latter opinion, for the ſake of ornamenting his ſtory; aud 
that we might be able to ſay, that he died, like his immor- 
tal name ſake, Alexander the Great, by a drug of ſo deadly 
cold a nature, that, as Plutarch and other grave writers 
tell us, it could be contained in nothing but the ſcull of an 
aſs,—This is a grievous error. It was the hoof of an ab; 
a much Ikelier vehicle of miſchief, 
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A verier monſter than on Afric's ſhore 
The ſun e'er got, or ſlimy Nilus bore, 


Or Sloane or Woodward's wond'rous ſhelves contain, 


Nay all that lying Travellers can feign : 21 

The watch would hardly let him pats at noon, 

At night would ſwear him dropt out of the Moon, 

One, whom the mob, when next we find or make 

A popiſh plot, ſhall for a Jeſuit take, 35 

And the wiſe Juſtice ſtarting from his chair 

Cry, By your Pricithood, tell me what you are? 
Such was the wight : Th' apparcl on his back, 

'Tha' coarſe, was rev'rend, and tho' bare, was black: 

The ſuit, if by the faſhion one might gueſs, 40 

Was velvet in the youth of good Qucen Beſs, 

But mere tuff-taffety what now remain'd; 

So Time, that changes all things, had ordain'd.! 


Fer bred, or all which into Noahs Ark came: 
A thing which would have pos'd Adam to name: 
Stranger than ſeven Antiquaries* ſtudies, 
Than Afric Monſters, Guianaes rarities, 
Stranger than ſtrangers : one who, for a Dane,, 
In the Danes Maflacre had ſure been ſlain, 
If he had liv'd then; and without help dies; 
When next the Prentices 'gainit ſtrangers rite; 
One whom the watch. at noon lets ſcarce go by; 
One, to whom the examining Juſtice ſure would cry, 
Sir, by your Prieſthood, tell me what you are? 
ths cloaths were ſtrange, tho' coarſe, and black, 
though barc, 
Sleeveleſs his jerkin was ; and it had been 
Velvet, but *'twas now (fo much ground was ſcen) 
Become Tufftaffaty ; and our children ſhall 
vc it plain raſh a while, then novght at all. 
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Our ſons ſhall fee it leiſurely decay, 
Firſt turn plain raſh, then vanith quite away. 43 f 
This thing has travell'd, ſpeaks each language too, I 


And knows what's fit for ev'ry ſtate to do; 5. 
Of whoſe beſt phraſe and courtly accent join'd, P, 
He forms one tongue, exotic and reſin'd. ＋ 
Talkers I've learn'd to bear; Motteux I knew, 30 i 
Henley himſelf I've heard, and Budgel too, B 
The Doctor's wormwooud ſtyle, the Haſh of tongues vc 
A Pedant makes, the ſtorm of Gonſon's Jungs, A 
The whole Artill'ry of the terms of War, pu 
And (all thoſe plagues in one) the bawling Bar: 35 
Theſe I could bear; but not a rogue ſo civil, W 
Whoſe tongue will compliment you to the devil; Gi 
A tongue, that can cheat Widows, cancel ſcores, N 
Makes Scots ſpeak treaſon, cozen ſubtleſt whores, H: 
With royal Favourites in flatt'ry vie, 69 


And Oldmixon and Burnet both out-lie. . 


r „* 


The thing hath travail'd, and, faith, ſpeaks all 
tongues, Th 

And only knoweth what to all States belongs. 
Made of th' accents, and beſt phraſe of all theſe, 
He ſpeaks one language. If ſtrange meats diſpleaſe, * 
Art can deceive, or hunger force my taſt ; x 
But pedants motly tongue, ſoldiers bombaſt, 
Mountebanks drug-tongue, nor the terms of law, 
Are ſtrong cnough preparatives to draw 
Me to hear this, yet I muſt be content 
With his tongue, in his tongue call'd complement : 
In which he can win widows, and pay ſcores, 
Make men ſpeak treaſon, couzen ſubtleſt whores, 
Out- latter ſavourites, or out-lie either 
Jovius, or Surius, or both together. 
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He ſpies me out; I whiſper, Gracious God! 

What fin of mine could merit ſuch a rod ? 

That all the ſhot of dulneſs now muſt be 

From this thy blunderbuſs diſcharg'd on me! 6g 
Permit (he cries) no ſtranger to your fame 

To crave your ſentiment, if 's your name. 

What Specch eſteem you moſt? The King's,” ſaid I. 
But the beſt words ?—** O, Sir, the Dictionary. 

You miſs my aim; I mean the moſt acute 70 
And perfect Speaker ?—** Onſlow, paſt diſpute.” 

But, Sir, of writers? “ Swift, for cloſer ſtyle, 

* But Ho**y for a period of a mile.“ 

Why yes, 'tis granted, theſe indeed may paſs : 

Good common linguiſts, and ſo Panurge was; 75 
Nay, truth the Apoſtles (tho' perhaps too rough) 
Had once a pretty gift of Tongues enough : 


He names me, and comes to me; I whiſper, God, 
How have I finn'd, that thy wrath's furious Rod, 
This fellow, chuſeth me! He faith, Sir, 
love your judgment; whom do you prefer 
For the beſt Linguiſt ? and I ſeelily 
Said that I thought Calepines Dictionary. 

Nay, but of men, moſt ſweet Sir? Beza then, 

dome Jeſuits, and two reverend men 

Of our two academies I nam'd. Here * 
He ſtopt me, and ſaid, Nay, your Apoſtles were = | 
Good pretty Linguiſts; ſo Panurgus was, Bri 
Tet a poor Gentleman; all theſe may paſs 
By travail. Then, as if he would have fold Is | 
His tongue, he prais'd it, and ſuch wonders told, Wh 
That I was fain to ſay, 1f you had liv'd, Sir, $11 
Time enough to have been Interpreter 11 
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Yet theſe were all poor Gentlemen ! I dare 

Affirm *twas Travel made them what they were. 
Thus others Talents having nicely ſhown, 2s 

He came by ſure tranſition to his own : 

Till I cry'd out, You prove yourſelf ſo able, 

Pity you was not Druggerman at Babel; 

For had they found a linguiſt half ſo good, 

J make no queſtion but the 'Tow'r had ſtood. 83 
„% Obliging Sir! for Courts you ſure were made; 

« Why then for ever bury'd in the ſhade? 

« Spirits like you ſhould ſee, and ſhould be ſeen ; 

« The King would ſmile on you—at leaſt the Queen.” 

Ah, gentle Sir! you Courtiers ſo cajol us— 90 

But Tully has it, Nunguam minus ſolus : 

And as for Courts, forgive me if I ſay, 

No leſſons now are taught the Spartan way: 

Tho” in his pictures Luſt be full difplay'd, 

Few are the Converts Aretine has made; 95 

And tho' the Court ſhow Vice exceeding clear, 

None ſhould, by my advice, learn Virtue there. 
At this entranc'd, he lifts his hands and eyes, 

Squeaks like a high-ſtretch'd luteſtring, and replies; 


— 


To Babels Bricklayers, ſure the tower had ſtood. 
He adds, If of Court life you knew the good, 
You would leave loneneſs. I ſaid, Not alone 
My lonenefs is; but Spartanes faſhion 
To teach by painting drunkards doth not laſt 
Now, Aretines pictures have made few chaſte; 
No more can Princes Courts (though there be few 
Better pictures of vice) teach me virtue. 
He like to a high-ſtretcht Lute-ſtring ſqueaks, OS#, 
Tis ſweet to talk of Kings at Weſtminſter, 
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« Oh 'tis the ſweeteſt of all earthly things 100 
« To gaze on Princes, and to talk of kings!“ 


Then, happy Man who ſhows the Tombs ! faid I, 


He dwells amidſt the royal Family ; 

He ev'ry day from King to King can walk, 

Of all our Harries, all our Edwards talk, tog 
And get, by ſpeaking truth of monarchs dead, 

What few can of the living, Eafe and Bread. 
Lord, Sir, a meer Mechanic! ſtrangely low, 
And coarſe of phraſe, —your Engliſh all are fo. 
How elegant your Frenchmen ? Mine, d'ye mean; 
have but one, I hope the fellow's clean. 111 
* Oh! Sir, politely ſo! nay let me dic, 

* Your only wearing is your Padua-ſfoy.” 

Not, Sir, my only, I have better ſtill, 

And this you ſee is but my diſhabille— 115 
Wild to get looſe, his patience I provoke, 

Mitake, confound, object at all he ſpoke. 

But as coarſe iron, ſharpen'd, mangles more, 

And itch moſt hurts when anger'd to a fore; 
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kd I, the man that keeps the Abby-tombs, 

And for his price, doth with whoever comes 

Of all our Harrys, and our Edwards talk, 

from King to King, and all their kin can walk: 

tour ears ſhall hear nought but Kings; your eyes meet 
kings only: the way to it is Kings-ſtreet. 

le ſmack'd, and cry'd, He's baſe; mechanique, coarſe, 
arc all your Engliſhmen in their diſcourſe. 

Are not your Frenchmen neat ? Mine, as you fee, 

[ tave but one, Sir, look, he follows me. 

Lirtes they are neatly cloth'd. I of this mind am, 
Your only wearing is your Grogaram. 

Not fo, Sir, I have more. Under this pitch 

le would not fly; I chaff*d him: but as Itch 
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So when you plague a fool, *tis ſtill the curſe, 129 
You only make the matter worſe and worſe. 
He paſt it o'er ; affects an eaſy ſmile 
At all my peeviſhneſs, and turns his ſtyle. 
He aſks, What news?“ I tell him of new Plays, 
New Eunuchs, Harlequins, and Operas. 125 
He hears, and as a Still with fimples in it 
Between each drop it gives, ſtays half a minute, 
Loth to inrich me with too quick rephes, 
By little, and by little, drops his lies, 
Meer houſehold traſh ! of birth-nights, balls, and 
ſhows, 130 
More than ten Hollinſh eads, or Halls, or Stows. 
When the Queen frown'd, or ſmil'd, he knows; and 


A ſubtle Miniſter may make of that : [what 
Who fins with whom ; who got his Penſion rug, 
Or quicken'd a Reverſion by a drug: 135 


— 
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Scratch'd into ſmart, and as blunt Iron ground 
Into an edge, hurts worſe: ſo, I (fool) found, 
Croſſing hurt me. To fit my ſullenneſs, 
He to another key his ſtyle doth dreſs ; 
And aſks what news; I tcll him of new playes: 
He takes my hand, and as a Still, which ſtays, 
A Semebrief 'twixt cach drop, he niggardly, 
As loth to inrich me, ſo tells many a ly. 
More than ten Hollenſheads, or Halls, or Stows, 
Of trivial houſhofd traſh : he knows, he knows 
When the Seen frown'd or ſmil'd, and he knows what 
A ſubtle Stateſman may gather of that; 
He knows who loves whom ; and who by poiſon 
Haſts to an offices reverſion ; 
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Whoſe place is quarter'd out, three parts in four, 
And whether to a Biſhop or a Whore: 
Who having loſt his credit, pawn'd his rent, 
Is therefore fit to have a Government : 
Who in the ſecret, deals in Stocks ſecure, 140 
And cheats th' unknowing Widow and the Poor: 
Who makes a truſt of Charity a Job, 
And gets an Act of Parliament to rob: 
Why Turnpikes riſe, and now no Cit nor Clown 
Can gratis ſee the country, or the town : 145 
Shortly no lad ſhell chuck, or lady vole, 
But ſome exciſing Courtier will have toll. 
He tells what ſtrumpet places ſells for life, 
What Squire his lands, what citizen his wife: 
At laſt (which proves him wiſer ſtill than all) 150 
What Lady's face is not a whited wall. 

As one of Woodward's patients, ſick, and fore, 
I puke, I nauſeate,—yet he thruſts in more: 
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Who waſtes in meat, in clothes, in horſe, he notes, 
— m öl 
He knows who hath ſold his land, and now oth beg 
A licence, old iron, boots, ſhoes, and egge- 
Shells to tranſport; 
ſhortly boys ſhall not play 

At ſpan- counter, or blow-point, but ſhall pay 
Toll to ſome Courtier ; and wiſer than all us 
tle knows what Lady is not painted. Thus 
He with home meats cloyes me. I belch, ſpue, ſpit, 
Look pale and ſickly, like a Patient, yet 
he thruſts on more, and as he had undertook 
To ſay Gallo-Belgicus without book, 

Vor. III. J. 
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"Trims Europe's balance, tops the ſtateſman's part, 
And talks Gazettes and Poſt-boys o'er by heart. 155 
Like a big wife at fight of loathſome meat 
Ready to caſt, I yawn, I figh, and ſweat : 
"Then as a licens'd ſpy, whom nothing can 
Silence or hurt, he libels the great Man; | 
Swears ev'ry place entail'd for years to come, 169 

Jn ſure ſucceſſion to the day of doom: 
He names the price for ev'ry office paid, 
And ſays our wars thrive ill, becauſe delay'd : 

Nay hints, tis by connivance of the Court 

That Spain robs on, and Dunkirk's ſtill a Port. 16g 
Not more amazement ſeis'd on Circe's gueſts, 

To ſee themſelves fall endlong into beaſts, 

*Than mine to find a ſubject ſtay'd and wiſe 
Already half turn'd traitor by ſurpriſe. 

I felt th' infection ſlide from him to me, 170 
As in the pox, ſome give it to get free; 


Speaks of all States and deeds that have been ſince 

The Spaniards came to th' loſs of Amyens. 

Like a big wife, at ſight of loathſome meat 

Ready to travail; ſo I ſigh and ſweat 

'To hear this Makaron talk : in vain, for yet, 

Either my humour, or his own to fit, 

He, like a priviledg'd ſpie, whom nothing can 

Diſcredit, libels now *gainſt each great Man. 

He names the price of ev'ry office paid; 

He ſaith our wars thrive ill becauſe delaid ; 

That Offices are intail'd, and that there are 

Perpetuities of them, taſting as far 

As the laſt day; and that great Officers 

Do with the Spaniards ſhare, and Dunkirkers. 
I, more amaz'd than Circe's priſoners when 

hey fel th emſclves turu beaſts, felt myſelf then 
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And quick to ſwallow me, methought I ſaw - 
One of our Giant Statutes ope its jaw. Mint 
In that nice Moment, as anothor lie | 1 
Stood juſt a- tilt, the Miniſter came by. 175 40 
To him he flies, and bows, and bows again, 10 
Then, cloſe as Umbra, joins the dirty train. 
Not Fannius' ſelf more impudently near, 4 
When half his noſe is in his Prince's ear. 10 
] quak'd at heart; and ſtill aſraid, to fee 180 
All the Court fill'd with ſtranger things than he, 


65 


6 
; Becoming Traytor, and methought I faw 
One of our Giant Statutes ope his jaw 
To ſuck me in for hearing him : I found, 
That as burnt venemous Leachers do grow ſound 
70 By giving others their ſores, I might grow 
Guilty, and be free: therefore I did {how 
4 tu ſigus of loathing; but ſince I am in, 
0 i muſt pay mine and my ſorefathers' fin 


To the laſt farthing. Therefore to my power 

Toughly and ſtubbornly I bear; but th' hower 

Of mercy now was come : he tries to bring 

Me to pay a fine to 'ſcape a torturing, 

And ſays, Sir, can you ſpare me— ? : ſaid, Willingly. 

Hay, Sir, can you ſpare me a crown? Thankfully I 

Gave it, as ranſom: but as ſiddlers, ſtill, 

Though they be paid to be gone, yet needs will 

!hruſt one more jigg upon you; ſo did he 

With his long complimental thanks vex me. 

2ut he is gone, thanks to his needy want, 

And the Prerogative of my Crown; ſcant 

His thanks were ended, when 1 (which did ſce 

All the Court fill'd with more ſtrange things than he) 
L 2 
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Ran out as faſt as one that pays his bail, 

And dreads more actions, hurries from a jail. 

hear me, ſome God! oh quickly bear me hence 
To wholeſome Solitude, the nurſe of ſenſe : 183 

Where Contemplation prunes her ruffled wings, 

And the free ſoul looks down to pity Kings! 

There ſober thought purſu'd th' amuſing theme, 

Till Fancy colour'd it, and form'd'a Dream. 

A Viſion hermits can to hell tranſport, 199 

And forc'd ev'n me to ſee the damn'd at Court. 

Not Dante dreaming all th' infernal tate, 

Reheld ſuch ſcenes of envy, fin, and hate. 

Baſe Fear hecomes the guilty, not the free; 

Suits Tyrants, Plundcrers, but ſuits not me: 133 

Shall I, the Terror of this ſinful town, 

Care if a liv'ry'd Lord or ſmile or frown ? 

Who cannot flatter, and deteſt who can, 

'Tremble before a noble Serving- man? 

O my fair miſtreſs, Truth! ſhajl I quit thee 208 

For huiling, braggart, puft Nobility ? 


— 


Ran from thence with ſuch, or more haſt than one 

Who fears more actions, doth haſte from priſon. 
At home in wholcſome ſolitarincſs 

My pitcous ſoul began the wretchedneſs 

Of ſuitors at court to mourn, and a trance 

Like his, who dreamt he ſaw hell, did advance 

It {cif o'er me; ſuch men as he ſaw there 

1 ſaw at court, and worſe and more. Low fear: 

Becomes the guilty, not th' accuſer: then 

Shall I, none's ſlave, of high-born or rais'd men 

Fear-frowns ; and, my ele Truth ! betray thee 

Fer th' huſſing, bragart, puſt nobility ? 


PW VERSITIED. mag 


Thou, who ſince yeſterday haſt roll'd o'er all 

The buſy, idle blockheads of the ball, 

Haſt thou, oh Sun! beheld an emptier ſort, 

Than ſuch as ſwell this bladder of a court? 205. 
Now pox on thoſe who ſhew a Court in wax ! 

It ought to bring all Courtiers on their backs: 

Such painted, puppets ! ſuch a varniſh'd race 

Of hollow gew-gaws, only dreſs and face! 


Sucif waxen noſes, ſtately ſtaring thing 210 


No wonder ſome folks bow, and think them Kings. 
See! where the Britiſh youth, engag'd no more 
At Fig's, at White's, with felons or a whore, 


No, no. Thou which ſince yefierday haſt been 

Almoſt about the whole world, haſt thou ſeen, 

0 Sun, in all thy journey, vanity 

Such as ſwells the. bladder of our Court? I 

Think he which made your Waxen garden, and 

Tranſported it from. Italy, to ſtand 

Vith us at-London, flouts our Courtiers; for 

Juſt ſuch gay painted things, which no ſap nor 

Taſte have in them, ours are; and natural 

Some of the ſtocks + are; their fruits baſtard all. 
Tis ten a-Clock and paſt; all whom the mues, 

Paloun, or tennis, diet, or the ſtews 

Had all the morning held, now the ſecond. 

Time made ready, that day, in flocks are found 


Nor Es. 

J. 205, Court in wax !] A famous ſhow of the Court of 
France, in wax-work. 

A ſhow of the Italian Garden in wax-work, in the time 

& King James the firſt, | F 
That is, of wood. 

V. 213, At Fig's, at White's.) White's was a noted ga» 
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Pay their laſt duty to the Court, and come d: 
All freſh and fragrant to the drawing room; 213 80 
In hues as gay, and odours as divine, 1 
As the fair fields they ſold to look ſo fine. H 
That's Velvet for a King!” the flatt'rer ſwears ;: g 
Tis true, for ten days hence 'twill be King Lear's. A 
Our Court may juſtly to our ſtage give rules, 220 8 
That helps it both to fools- coats and to fools. F. 
And why not players ſtrut in courtiers' cloaths ? 1 
For theſe are actors too, as well as thoſe : T 
Wants reach all ſtates; they beg but better dreſt, a 
And all is ſplendid poverty at beſt. 22 1 
Painted for ſight, and eſſenc'd for the ſmell, 80 
Like frigates fraught with ſpice and cochinell, 4 
— r 
Pu 
In the Preſence, and J (God pardon me) C 
As freſh and ſweet their apparels be, as be 
Their fields they ſoſd to huy them. For a king — 
Thoſe hoſe are, cry the flatterers; and bring T1 
Them next week to the theatre to ſell. 7 
Wants reach all ſtates : me ſeems they do as well 11 
At ſtage as courts; all are players. Whoc'er looks . 
(For themſelves dare not go) o'er Cheapſide books, 7 
Shall find their wardrobes' inventory. Now 1 
The Ladies come. As pirates (which do know. " 
| NoTEs. W 
ming-louſe : Fig's, a prize-fighter's academy, where the F: 
zoung nobility received inſtruction- in thoſe days: It was 
alſo cuſtomary for the nobiliry and gentry. to viſit the con- A 
demned criminals in Newrzate, I" 


V. 220, ——vur ſtage gives rules.) Alluding to the char: 
derlain's autbority, 


wt. IV, VE RSIYI x D; I27. 


gail in the Ladies: how each pirate eyes 

So weak a veſſel, and ſo rich a prize! 

Top-gallant he, and ſhe in all her trim, 230 
He boarding her, the ſtriking ſail to him: 

Pear Counteſs ! you have charms all hearts to hit!“ 
And, „Sweet Sir Fopling! you have ſo much wit!“ 
Such wits and beauties are not prais'd for nought, 
For both the beauty and the wit are bought. 235 
Twould burſt ev'n Heraclitus with the ſpleen, 

To ſee thoſe Antics, Fopling and Courtin: 

The Preſence ſeems, with things fo richly odd, 

The moſque of Mahound, or ſome queer Pa-god. 

dee them ſurvey their limbs by Durer's rules, 24> 
Of all beau-kind the beſt proportion d fools ! 

Adiuſt their cloaths, and to confeſſion draw 

Thoſe venial fins, an atom, or a ſtraw ; 

But, oh! what terrors muſt diſtract the ſoul 
Convicted of that mortal crime a hole; 245 


_— — 


That there came weak ſhips fraught with Cutchanel, 
The men board them; and praiſe (as they think) well 
Their beauties; they the mens wits ; both are bought. 
Vhy good wits ne'er wear ſcarlet gowns, I thought 
This cauſe, Theſe men men's wits for ſpeeches buy, 
And women buy all red which ſcarlets dye. 

lie calPd her beauty lime-twigs, her hair net: 

dhe ſears her drugs ill lay'd, her hair looſe ſet. 
Wouldn't Heraclitus laugh to ſee Macrine 

From hat to thoe, himſelf at door refine, 

As if the Preſence were a Moſgue ? and lift 

His kirts and hoſe, and call his clothes to fkrift, 


NoTF. 
7. 240, weDyrer's rules.} Albert Dures, 
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Or ſhould one pound of powder leſs beſpread 
"Thoſe monkey tails that way behind their head, 
Thus finiſh'd, and corrected to a hair, 

They march, to prate their hour before the Fair. 
So firſt to preach a white-glov'd Chaplain goes, 250 
With band of Lily, and with cheek of Roſe, 
Sweeter than Sharon, in immac'late trim, 
Neatneſs it{elf impertinent in him. 

Let but the Ladies ſmile, and they are bleſs'd: 
Prodigious! how the things proteft, proteſt: 253 
Peace, fools! or Gonſon will for Papiſts ſeize you, 
If once he catch you at your Jeſu! Jeſu! 
Nature made ev'ry Fop to plague his brother, 
Juſt as one Beauty mortifies another. 259 


— * 


Making them confeſs not only mortal 

Great ſtains and holes in them, but venial 
Feathers and duſt, wherewith they fornicate: 
And then by Durer's rules ſurvey the ſtate 

Of his each limb, and with ſtrings the odds tries 
Of his neck to. his leg, and waſte to thighs. 

So in immaculate clothes, and Symmetry 
Perfect as Circles *, with ſuch nicety 

As a young Preacher at his firſt time goes 

Fo preach, he enters, and a lady which owes . 
Him not ſo much as good will, he arreſts, 

And unto her proteſts, proteſts, proteſts, 

So much as at Rome would ſerve to have thrown. 
Ten Cardinals into the Inquiſition ; 

And whiſpers by Jeſu ſo oft, that a 

Purſuevant would have raviſh'd him away 


NoTE. 


* Becanſe all the lines drawn from the centre to the clt- 
euaterence are equal, : 
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But here's the Captain that will plague them both, 

Whoſe air cries Arm ! whoſe very look's an oath. 

The Captain's honeſt, Sir, and that's enough, 

Tho' his ſoul's bullet, and his body buff. 

He ſpits fore-right ; his haughty cheſt before, 

Like batt'ring rams, beats open ev'ry door: 263 

And with a face as red, and as awry, 

As Herod's hang-dogs in old Tapeſtry, 

Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman's curſe, 

Has yet a ſtrange ambition to look worſe; 

Confounds the civil, keeps the rude in awe, 4270 

Teſts like a licens'd fool, commands like law. 
Frighted I quit the room, but leave it ſo 

As men from jails to executions go; 

for hung with deadly fins I ſee the wall, 

And lin'd with Giants deadlier than em all: 275 


_—— 


for ſaying our Lady's Pfalter. But tis fit 
That they\each other plague, they merit it. 
but here comes Glorious, that will plague them both, 
Tho in the other extreme only doth.. 
Gall a rough careleſſneſs good faſhion : 
Vhoſe cloak his ſpurs tear, or whom he ſpits on, 
tle cares not, he. His ill words do no harm 

Jo him; he ruſhes in, as if Arm, arm, 
le meant to cry; and though his face be as ill 
4 theirs which in old hangings wlüp Chriſt, ſtill 
ll: ſtrives to look worſe; he keeps all in awe; 
leſts like a licens'd fool, commands like law. 

Tir'd, now I leave this place, and but pleas'd ſo 
as men from goals to execution go, 


NoTE. 
5 «274. For hung with deadly ſins. ] The room hung with 
U upeſiry, repreſenting the ſeven deadly ſius. 
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Each man an Aſkapart, of ſtrength to toſs 

For quoits, both Temple-bar and Charing - croſs. 
Scar'd at the grizly forms, I ſweat, I fly, 

And ſhake all o'er, like a diſcover'd ſpy. 279 

Courts are too much for wits ſo weak as mine: 

Charge them with Heav'n's Artill'ry, bold Divine! 
From ſuch alone the Great rebukes endure, 
Whole Satire's ſacred, and whoſe rage ſecure : 
Tis mine to waſh a few light ſtains, but theirs 
To deluge fin, and drown a Court in tears. 285 
Howe'er, what's now Apocrypha, my Wit, 

In time to come, may paſs for Holy Writ. 


» 


Go, through the great chamber (why is it hung 
With the ſeven deadly ſins?) being among 
Thoſe Aſkaparts *, men big enough to throw 
Charing-Croſs for a bar; men that do know 

No token, but Queen's man, and fine - 
Living; barrels of beef, flaggons of wine. 

I ſhocok like a ſpied Spie Preachers which are 
Seas of Wit and Arts, you can, then dare, 
Drown the ſins of this place, but as for me 
Which am but a ſcant brook, enough ſhall be 
To waſh the ſtains away: although I yet 
(With Maccabees' modeſty) the known merit 
Of my own work leſſen, yet ſome wiſe men ſhall, 
J hope, eſteem my Writs Canonical. 


NoTE., 
A giant famous in romances. _ 
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FR. Nor twice a twelvemonth you appear in Print, 
And when it comes, the Court ſeenothingin't, 

You grow correct, that once with Rapture n writ; ; 
And are, beſides, too moral for a Wit. 
Decay of Parts, alas! we all muſt fee 8 
Why now, this moment, don't I fee you ſteal? 
'Tis all from Horace; Horace long before ye 
Said, Tories call'd him Whig, and Whigs a Tory; 
And taught his Romans, in much better metre, 
To laugh at Fools who put their truſt in Peter.“ 

But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice; 1 
Bubo obferves, he laſh'd no ſort of Vice; 
Horace would ſay, Sir Billy ſerv'd the Crown, 
Blunt could do Bus neſs, H-ggins knew the Tun,: 


NoTts. 

y. t. Not taoict a twelvemonth, &c I Theſe two lines 
are from Horace; and the only lines that are fo in the whole 
Poem ; being meant to give a handle to that which follows 
in the character of an impertinent cenſurer ; 

'Tis all from Horace, &c. 

V. 12, Bubo obſerves.) Some guilty perſon, very fond of 
making ſuch an obſervation. 

V. 14. H-ygins.] Formerly Jailor of the Fleet-priſon, en- 
riched himſelf by many exactions, for which he was tried 
and expelled, 

VARIATIONS. 

after ver. 2. in the MS. 
You don't, I hope, pretend to quit the trade, 
Becauſe you think your reputation made : 
Like good **, of whom ſo much was ſaid, 
That when his name was up, he lay a- bed. 
Come, come, refreſh us with a livelier ſong, 
Or like “ you'll ly a-bed too long. 

v. Sir, what 1 write, Should be correctly writ, 

T. Correct ! *tis what no genius can admit, 
Beſides, you grow too moral for a wit, 
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In Sappho touch the Faikrgs of the Sex, 
In revirend Biſhops note ſame ſmall Neglefts, 
And own the Spaniard did a waggihh thing, 
Who cropt our Ears, and ſent them to the King, 
His fly, polite, infinuating ſtyle 
Could pleaſe at Court, and make AuGuvsTvs ſmile! 
An artful Manager, that crept between al 
is Friend and Shame, aud was a kind of Screen, 
ut, faith, your very friends will ſoon be ſore; 
Patriots there are, who wiſh you'd jeſt no more— 
And where's the Glory? *twill be only thought 23 
The Great man never offer'd you a groat. 
Go ſee Sir Ro EAX 
P. See Sir Ros EAT 
And never laugh for all my life to cone 
Seen him I have; but in his happier hour 
Of Social Pleaſure, ill-exchang'd for Pow's ; 30 


NoTES. 

V. 18. Who eropt our Enrrs.] Said to be executed by the 
captain of a Spaniſh ſhip on one Jenkins, a captain of an 
Engliſh one. He cut off his cars, and bid him carry them 
to the King his maſter, 

V. 22. Screen.) 

-Omne vafer vit um ridenti Flaccus amico 
Tangit, et adm ſſus circum pracrordia ludit. Perſ. 

bid. Screen. ] A metaphor peculiarly appropriated to 3 
certain perſon in power. 

V. 24. Pairiots there are, &c,] This appellation was ge- 
nerally given to thole in vppofition to the court; though 
ſome of them (which our author hints at) had views 100 
mean and intereſted to deſerve that name. 

V. 26. The Great man.] A phraſe, by common uſe, ap» 
propriated to the firſt miniſter, 

V. 29. Sect him 1 have, &c. ] This and other ſtrokes of 
commendation in the following poem, as well as his regard 
to lim on all occaſions, were in ackuowledgment of a cers 
tain terv.ce the miniſter had done à prieſt at Mr Pope's ſo⸗ 
citation. Our Poet, when he was about ſeventeen, had 
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Seen him, uncumber'd with the venal tribe, 
Smile without Art, and win without a Bribe. 
Would he oblige me? let me only find 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 
Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt; 35 
The only diff rence is, I dare laugh out. 

F. Why yes: with Scri»ture ſtill you may be free; 
A Horſe-laugh, if you pleaſe, at · Honeſty: 


NoTES. 

very in fever in the country, which, it was feared, would 
end ſa ally. In this condition, he wrote to Sonthcot, 2 
Felt ot his arquaintance, then in town, to take his laſt 
IE of im. Southeor, with great aſfection and ſolicitude, 
app! J to Dr Ratchf- for his advice: and, not content 
Wc: tat, he rode down poſt to Mr Pope, who was then 
an oundy-d miles from London, with tue Doctor's direc- 
tio s, wiich had the di ed effect. Along ume after this 
Soath« of, Wao had a intereſt in the Court of France, wri- 
ting to a comnon a q laintance in England, informed him 
that chere was a 600 abbey near Avignon, which he had 
credit enough to get. were it not from an apprehe i ſion that 
his promotion woutd ue umbrage to the Engliſh court, to 
which he (Southcoi) by his intrigues in the Pretender's ſer» 
vice, was become very obnuxious. The perſon to whom 
this was written happening to acquaint Mr Pope with the 
tale, he immediately wrote to Sir Robert Walpole about it; 
degged that this embargo might be taken off; and acquain- 
ted him with the grounds of ſolicitations that he was in- 
debred to Southcot for his life, and he muſt diſcharge his 
obligation, either kere or in Purgatory, The miniſter re- 
ceived the application favourably, and with much good - na- 
ture wrote to his brother, then in France, to remove this 
obliruction: in coaſ-quence of which Soathco: got the 
abbey, Mr Pope ever aſcer retained a grateful ſenſe of his 
civility, , 

V. 31. Seen him, uncumber*d.)] Theſe two verſes were 
originally in the poem, tho omitted in all the firſt editions. 

V. 37. Why yes: with Scripture, &c. ] A ſeribler hoi 
only chance for reputation is tue failing in with the faſhion, 
ks apt to employ this infamous expedient for the lf 
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A joke on IEK, or ſome odd Old Whig | 
Who never chang'd his Principle or Wig: 46 
A Patriot is a Fool in ev'ry age, 

Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the Stage : 
Theſe nothing hurts; they keep their Faſhion ſtill, 
And wear their ſtrange old Virtue as they will. 

If any aſk you, Who's the Man, ſo near 45 
* His Prince, that writes in Verſe, and bab his ear? 
Why, anſwer, LY: TTELTOY, and I'll engage 
The worthy. Youth ſhall ne'er be in a rage: 

But were his Verſes vile, his Whiſper baſe, 

You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanrys caſe. 30 
Sejanus, Wolſey, hurt not honeſt F.evry, 

But well may put ſome Stateſmen in a Fury. 

Laugh then at any, but at Fools or Foes ; 

Theſe you but anger, and you mend not thoſe. 54 


| NoTEs. 

ion of his fleeting exiſtence ; but a true genius could not 
do a foolifher thing, or ſooner defeat his own aim, 

The fage Boileau uſed to ſay on this occaſiuwn, © Une ou» 
« yrage fevere peut bien plaire aux libertins } mais un ou- 
« vrage trop libre neplaira jamais aux perſonnes ſeverts. 

V. 29. 4 joke on Fekyt.) Sir Joſeph Jekyl, maſter of the 
rolls, a true Whig in his principles, and a man ot the ut- 
molt probity. He ſometimes voted again{t rhe court, which 
drew upon him the laugh here deſcribed of one who be- 
ſtowed it equally upon religion and honeſty. He died a few 
months after the publication of ti:is poem. 

V. 47. Why, anſwer, Lyttelton. ] George Lyttelton, ſe- 
cretary to the Rrince of Wales, diſtinguiſhed both for his 
writings and ſpeeches in the {piric of Liberty. 

V. 31. Sejanxs, Iolſey.] The one the wicked miniſter of 
Tiberiut; the other of Henry VIII. The writers againſt the 
court ufually beſtowert theſe and other odioug names on the 
miniſter, without difti-6tion, and in the moſt injurious 
manner. See Dial. ii. ver. 137. 

Ibid. Fleury.] Cardinal, and miniſter to Lewis XV. It 
was a patjiot faſhion, at that time, to cry up his wifdee 
and honeſ. . 4 1 
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Dial. I. TO THE SATIRES. 135 


Laugh at your Friends, and, if your Friends are ſore, 
$0 much the better, you may laugh the more. 

To Vice and Folly to confine the jeſt, 

Sets half the world, God knows, againſt the reſt, 
Did not the ſneer of more impartial men 

At Senſe and Virtue, balance all agen. 60 
Judicious wits ſpread wide the ridicule, 

And charitably comfort Knave and Fool. 

P. Dear Sir, forgive the prejudice of Youth : 
Adieu Diſtinction, Satire, Warmth, and Truch! 
Come, harmleſs Characters that no one hit ; 6s 
Come, Henley's Oratory, Oſborne's Wit ! 

The Honey dropping from Favonio's tongue, 

The Flow'rs of Bubo, and the Flow of Y—ng! 

The gracious Dew of Pulpit Eloquence, 

And all the well-whipt Cream of Courtly Senſe, 70 
That firſt was H—vy's, F—'s next, and then 

The S—te's, and then H—vy's once agen, 

0 come, that eaſy, Ciceronian ſtyle, 

So Latin, yet ſo Engliſh all the while, 

As, tho' the pride of Middleton and Bland, 75 
All Boys may read, and Girls may underſtand! 
Then might I fing without the leaſt offence, 

And all-I fing ſhould be the Natics's ſenſe; 


NoTFs. 

V. 56. So much the better, you may laugh ihe more.] 
Their ſoreneſs being a cl-ar indication of their wanting 
the frequent repetition of this d:ifcipline, 

V. 66. Henley, Oſbarne.] Sec them in their places in tlie 
Dunciad, R 

V. G. The Fracions Dew.) Alludes to ſorne court-ſermons, 
and florid panegyrical ſpeeches; particularly one very full 
of pucrilities aud flatteries; which atterwards got into an 
addrets in the ſame pretty ityl-; and was laſtly ſerved up 
in an epitaph, be. * cen Latin aud Engliſh, publiſhed by itz 
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Or teach the melancholy Muſe to mourn, F 
Hang the fad Verſe on CaxoLing's urn, 80 V 
And hail her paſſage to the Realms of Reſt, p 
All parts perform'd, and all! her Children bleſt! Jr 
So—Satire is no more! feel it die Si 
No Gazeliteer more innocent than I-— A 


And let, a God's name, ev'ry Fool and Knave 8; ff 


Be grac'd thro' Life, and flatter'd in his Grave. * 

F. Why ſo if Satire knows its Time and Place, WM 7 

You ſtill may laſh the greateſt—in diſgrace: L 
Nor xs. 

V. 80. Carolina.] Queen-confort to King G-orge II. She | 
died in 1737. Her death gave occaſion, as 's obierved above, ve 
to many indiſcreet and mean performances unwortliy of her be. 
memory, whole laſt raomeuts maniſeſtcd the utmoſt courage 7 
and reſolution, 1 

How highly our Poet thought of that truly great perſo- \ 
nage, may be ſeen by one of his letters to Mr Allen, writ- uur 
ten at that time; in which, among others equally reſpect» ol 


ful, are the ſollowing words: The Qneen ſhow*d, by the A 
** confeſſion of all about her, the utmoſt firm cſs and tem · £ 
per to her laſt moments, and through the courſe of great 51 
„% terments. Wiat character hiſtorians will allow her, I do 


„ not know; but all her domeſtic (ſervants, and thoſe near» ut 
« eſt her, give her th b-ſt teſt moſy; that of-ſincere tears. "4 
V. 81 NoGazetteer more innocent than T ] The G:zottecr K 


3s one of che low appendices ta the Secretary of State's of- "1 
fize, to write the government's newſpaper, publiſhed by 


authority. Sir Rickard Steele had once this poſt ; and he 0 
d-ſcrib.s the co dition of it very well, in The Apology for ne 
tiimſelf aud his writings : My next appearance as a wri- e 
« ter was in the quality of the low ſt minifter of ſtare, viz. "> 
« in the office of Gazetteer, where 1 worked faithfully, ac- 52 
„ cording to order, with ut ever erring againſt the rule ob- . 
«« ſerved by all miniſters, to-kcep that paper very innocent "l 
« and very inſipid. It was to the reproaches I heard every thy 
% gazette - day againſt the writer of it, that I owe the for» 22 
© titude of being arkavly ne ligent of what people ſay x 7 
« which 1 do not deſerve.“ « "8 


7 
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For merit will by turns for ſake them all; 

Would you know when ? exactly when they fall. 3 
But let all Satire in all Changes ſpare 

Immortal S——k, and grave De re. 

Silent and ſoft, as Saints remove to Heav'n, ' 

All Tyes diflolv'd, and ev'ry Sin forgiv'n, 


Theſe may ſome gentle miniſterial Wing. o5 


Receive, and place for ever near a King! 
There, where no Paſſion, Pride, or Shame tranſport, 
Lull'd with the ſweet Nepenthe of a Court; 


NoTEs. 

V. 92, Immortal Sk and grave De-re!} A title gi. 
ven that Lord by King James II. He was of the bedeham- 
der to King William; he was (© to King G-orge I. and II. 
Thi: Lord was very ſkillful in all the forms of the Houſe, 
is which he diſcharged. himſelf with great gravity. 

V. 97. There, where no Pſion, &c.] The excellent wris 


ur De P Eſprit des Loix gives the following character of- 


de Spirit of courts, and the principle of monarchies 7 


*Qu'on life ce que les. h\ſtoriens de tous les tems ont dit 


„ fur la cour des monarques; qu'on fe rapelle les conver- 
" ſations des lummes des tous les pais ſur le miſerable cha- 


ractere des courtiſuns; ce ne ſont point des choſes de- 


„ ſpeculation, mais du'ne triſte experience. L'ambition- 
dans Poſivete, la baſſeſſę dans Vorgueil, le defir de 8'cn- 
richer Fans travail, l'averſion pour la verite; la flatterie, 
"1a trahifon, la perſidie, l' abandon de tous ſes engagemens, 
"l- mepris des devoirs du citoyen, la crainte de la vertu 
du prince, I'eſperance de ſes fo'bicfics, er plus que tout 
" cla, le riditule perpetue! jette ſur la vertu, ſont, je 
" crois, le charactere de Ja plupart des Courtiſans marque 
dans tous les licux et dais tous les tems. Or il elt tres 
* malaiſe que les principaux d'un etar ſo'ent malhonnetes 
"gens, et q ie les inferteurs ſo ent gens- de- bien: q ie ceux la 
" ſoyent trompeurs, et que ceux ci conſentent a n'etre que 
" dupes. Que {i dane Je peuple 11 fe trove quelque malheu- 
" reux honnete- homme, le Cardinal de Ricgelteu dans fon 
"Te/tament politique in ſi ue. qu'un Mona:qne doit fe 
© garder de sen ſervir. Tanr-'! elt —— la Vertu n'en 
" p35 le reſſort de ce gouvernement.“ 


. $ 
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There, where no Father's, Brother's, Friend's diſgrace 
Once break their reſt, or ſtir them from their place: 
But paſt the Senſe of human Miſeries, 101 
All Tears are wip'd for ever from all eyes ; 
No cheek is kaown to bluſh, no heart to throb, 
Save when they loſe a Queſtion, or a Job. glory, 

P. Good Heav'n forbid, that I ſhould blaſt their 
Who know how like Whig Miniſters to Tory, 106 
And when three ſov'reigns dy'd, could ſcarce be vert, 
Confid'ring what a gracious Prince was next. 
Have. I, in filent wonder, ſeen ſuch things 
As Pride in Slaves and Avarice in Kings; 115 
And at a Peer, or Peereſs, ſhall I fret, 
Who ſtarves a Siſter, or forſwears a debt ? 
Virtue, J grant you, is an empty boalt ; 
But ſhall the Dignity of Vice be loſt ? 
Ye Gods! ſhalt Cibber's Son, without rebuke, 115 
Swear like a Lord, or Rich out-whore a Duke } 
A Fav'rite Porter with his Maſter vie, 
Be brib'd as often, and as often lie ? 
Shall Ward draw Contracts with a Stateſman's {kill ? 
Or Japhet pocket, like his Grace, a Will? 120 
Js it for Bond, or Peter (paultry things) 
To pay their Debts, to keep their Faiths like Kings ? 
If Blount diſpatch'd himſelf, he play'd the man, 
And ſo may'ſt thou, illuſtrious Paſſeran ! 


NoTrs. 
V. 115, Cibber's Son- Rich. ] Two players; look for them 
in the Dunciad. 
V. 123. If Blount. ] Author of an impious fooliſh book 
called The Oracles of Reaſyn, who, being Tn love with a 
near kinſwoman of his, and rejected, gave himſelf a Lab in 


VARIATIONS. 


J. 112. in ſome ae, 
Who ſtarves a mother. 


eee, wa, wc_ Pay 8 
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jut ſhall a Printer, weary of his life, 125 
Learn, from their Books, to hang himſelf and wife? 
This, this, my friend, I cannot, muſt not bear; 

Vice thus abus'd, demands a Nation's care : 

This calls the Church to deprecate our Sin : 

And hurls the Thunder of the Laws on Gin. 139 


NOTES, 

the arm, as pretending to kill himſelf, of the conſequence 
of which he really died. | 

V. 124. Paſſeran J] Author of another figure of the ſame 
{amp, called A phileſophical Diſcourſe on Death, being a 
defence of Suicide. He way a nobleman of Piedmont, ba- 
nihed from his country for his impieties, and lived in the 
utmoſt miſery, yet feared to practiſe his own precepts; of 
wuich there went a pleaſant ſtory about that time. Amongſt 
his pupils, it ſeems, to whom he read in moral philoſophy. 
vu a noted gameſter, who lodged under the ſame roof with 
bim. This uſeful citizen, after 4 run of ill lack, came one 
morning early into his maſter's bedchamber with two load- 
ed piſtols; and, as Engliſhmen do not underſtand raillery 
in a caſe of this nature, told the philoſopher, on preſenting 
him with one of his piſtols, that now was come the time to 
put lis doctrine in practice: that, as to himſelf, having loſt 
his laſt ſtake, he was become an «/cleſ; member in ſociety, 
and fo was reſolved to quit his tation; and that, as to 
tim, his guide, philoſopher, and friend, ſurrounded with 
ritertes, the outcalt of government, and the ſport even of 
that chance which he adored, he doubtleſs would rejoice 
for ſuch an opportunity to bear him company. All this was 
fad and done with ſo much reſolution and ſolemnity, that 
de Italian found himſelf under a neceſſity to cry out mur 
aer! which brought in company to his relief.— This uns 
yyy man at laſt died a penitent, 
V. 125, But fhall a Printer, &c.] A fact that happened 
i London a few years paſt. The unhappy man left behind 
tm a paper juſtifying his action by the reaſonings of ſome 
ef theſe authors, 

V. 130, Gin. ] A ſpirituous liquor, the exorbitant uſe of 
Phich uad almoſt deſtroyed the loweſt rauk of the people, 
ul it was reſtrained by an act of parliament in 1726, 
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Let modeſt Fos 1ER, if he will, excell 
Ten Metropolitans in preaching well; 
A fimple Quaker,-or a Quaker's Wife, 
Out-do Landaffe in Doctrine, - yea in Life : 
Let humble Al Lux, with an aukward Shame, 133 
Do good by ſtealth. and bluth to fad it Fame. | 
Vi tue may chuſe the high or low Degree, 
Tis juſt alike to Virtue, and to me; | 
Dwell in a Monk, or light upon a King, 
She's {till the ſame belov'd, contented thing. 140 
Vice is undone, if ſhe forgets her Birth, | 
And ſtoops from Angels to the dregs of Earth : ; 
But tis the Ca degradcs her to a Whore; 
Let Greatne/s own her, and ſhe's mean no more, 144 
Her Birth, her Beauty, Crowds and Courts confeſs, 
Chaſte Matrons praiſe her, and grave Biſh« ps blels; 
In golden chains the willing World ſhe draws, 
And hers the Goſpel is, and hers the Laws; 
Mounts the Tribunal, lifts her-ſcarlet head, 
Aud ſees. pale Virtue carted in her ſtead. 150 
Lo! at the wheels of her triumphal Car, 
Old England's Genius, rough with many a ſcar, 
Dragg d in the duſt! his arms hang idly round, 
His Flag inverted trails along the ground! 
Our Youth, all liv'ry'd o'er with foreign Gold, 155 
Beſore her dance: behind her, crawl the Old! 
Sce thronging Millions to the Pagod run, 
And offer Country, Parent, Wife, or Son! 


NOTES. 

V. 137. Let modeſt Foſter.) This confirms an obſervation 
which Mr Hobbes made long ago, That ** there be very few 
* biſhops that act a ſermon ſo well. as divers Preſbyterians 
and fanatic preachers can do. Hi/t, of Civ. Wars, p- 62, 

V. 134 LandaFe.} A poor biſhopric in Wales, as po 
ſupplicd, 
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Hear her black Trumpet thro' the Land proclaim, 

That NOT TO BE CORRUPTED Is THE SHAME, 

ln Soldier, Churchman, Patriot, Man in Power. 16m 

Tis Av'rice all, Ambition is no more! 

de, ali out Nobles begging to be Slaves! 

dee, all our Fools aſpiring to be Knaves ! 

The Wit of Cheats, the Courage of a Whore, 16 

Are what ten thouſand envy and adore: 

All, all look up, with reverential Awe, 

At crimes that "ſcape, or triumph o'er'the Law: 

While Truth, Worth, Wiſdom, daily they decry— 

Nothing is facred now but Villainy.“ 170 
Yet may this Verſe (if ſuch a Verſe remain) 

Show there was one who held it in diſdain. 


. NOTE. 

V. 165. The Wit of cheats, the Courare of a Whore, - 
fre whit ten thouſind envy and adore.) And no wonder: 
for the wit of cheats being the evaſion of juſtice, and the 
tur age f 4 whore the contempt for reputation; theic e- 
nancipate men from the two tyrannical reſtraints upon free 
ſtints, fear of puniſhment, aud dread ot ame, 
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dh Bi. A's Libel—Paxton, Sir, will ſay, 
P. Not yet, my Friend! to-morrow faith 
it may; 

And for that very cauſe I print to-day. 
How ſhould I fret to mangle ev'ry line, 
In rey'rence to the Sins of Thirty nine! 5 
Vice with ſuch Giant ſtrides comes on amain, 
Invention ſtrives to be before i in vain; 
Feign what I will, and paint it e er ſo ſtrong, 
Some riſing Genius fins up to my Song. 

F. Yet none but you by name the guilty laſh; 10 
Ev'n Guthry ſaves half Newgate by a Daſh. 
Spare then the Perſon, and expoſe the Vice. 

P. How, Sir! not damn the Sharper, but the Dice? 
Come on then, Satire! gen'ral, nnconfin'd, 
Spread thy broad wing, and ſouce on all the kind. 13 
Ye Stateſmen, Prieſts, of one Religion all! 
Ye Tradeſmen, vile, in Army, Court, or Hall! 

Ye Rev'rend Atheiſts. F. Scandal! name them, Who? 
P. Why that's the thing you bid me not to do. 
Who ſtarv'd a Siſter, who forſwore a Debt, 20 

I never nam'd; the Town's enquiring yet. 

The pois'ning Dame—F. You mean—P. I don't— 
F. You do. 

P. See, now I keep the Secret, and not you: 


Nor Es. 

V. 1. Paxton.) Late Solicitor to the Treaſury. 

V. it. Ev'n Guthry. ] The ordinary of Newgate, whe 
publiſhes the memoirs of the male factors, and is often pre · 
vailed upon to be ſo tender of their reputation, as to ſet 
down no more than the initials of their name» 


1 
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The bribing Stateſman—F. Hold, too high you go. 
P. The brib'd Elector F. There you ſtoop too low. 
P. Ifain would pleaſe you, if I knew with what; 26 

rell me, which Knave is lawful Game, which not? 

Muſt great offenders, once eſcap'd the Crown, 4 

Like Royal Harts, beanever more run down? 

Admit your Law to ſpare the Knight requires, 30 

As Beaſts of Nature may we hunt the Squires ? 

Suppoſe I cenſure—you know what I mean— 

To ſave a Biſhop, may I name a Dean? 

F. A Dean, Sir? no: his Fortune is not made, 

You hurt a man that's riſing in the Trade. m4 
P. If not the Tradeſman who ſet up to-day, 

Much leſs the Prentice who to-morrow may. 

Down, down, proud Satire! tho' a Realm be ſpoil'd, 

Arraign no might ier Thief than wretched, Wild; 

Or, if a Court or Country's made a job, 40 

Go drench a Pick-pocket, and join the Mob. 

But, Sir, I beg you (for the Love of Vice!) 

The matter's weighty, pray conſider twice: 


NorEs. 

V. 29. Like Royal Harts, &c. ] Alluding to the old game- 
lars, when our kings ſpent all the time they could ſpare 
ſrom human ſlaughter, in woods and foreſts. 

V. 31. As Beaſts of Nature may we hunt the Squires *] 
The expreſſion is rough, like the ſubject, but no reflection; 
for if beaſts of nature, then not beaſts of their own making, 
2 fault too frequently objected to country- ſquires. However, 
me Latin is nobler, fere natura, things uncivilized, and 
free, Feræ, as the critics ſay, being from the Hebrew, 
Pere, Aſinus ſilveſtris. 

V. 35. You hurt a man that's riſing in the Trade. ] For, 
35 the reaſonable De la Bruyere obſerves, Qui ne ſait 
etre un Eraſme, doit penſer a etre Evegue. 

V. 39, ——wretched Wild.] Jonathan Wild, a famous 
tlicf, and thief-impeacher, who was at laſt caught in his 
own train and hangedy 

Vor, 111, N 


146 E PI L O G UV E Dan 


Have you leſs pity for the needy Cheat, 

Ihe poor and friendleſs Villain, than the. Great? 48 
Alas! the ſmall diſcredit of a Bribe 

Scarce hurts the Lawyer, but undoes the Scribe. 
hen better ſure it Charity becomes | 
To tax Directors, who (thank God) have Plums; 
still better, Miniſters; or, if the thing $0 
May pinch ev'n munen; lay it on a King. 

F. Stop! ſtop! 

P. Muſt Satire, then, nor riſe nor fall? 
Speak out, and bid me blame no Rogues at all. 

F. Yes, ſtrike that Wild, I'll juſtify the blow. 

P. Strike? why the man was hang' d ten years ago: 
Who now that obſolete Example fears ? 56 
EVn Peter trembles only for his Ears. 

F. What, always Peter? Peter thinks you mad; 
Nou make men deſp'rate, if they once are bad: 
Elſe might he take to Virtue ſome years hence — 60 

P. As S—xk, if he lives, will love the PRINCE. 

F. Strange ſpleen to S—k 

P. Do I wrong the Man? 
God knows, I praiſe a-Courtier where I can. 
When I confeſs, there 1s who feels for Fame, 
And melts to Goodneſs, need I ScAzz'R ow name ? 


NoOTREs. 

V. 42. — the Love of Vice !] We muſt conſider the 
Poet as here directing his diſcourſe to a follewer of the new 
ſyſtem of politics, that private vices are public benefits. 

Scribl, 

W.57. Ev'n Peter trembles only for his Ears.) Peter had, 
the year before this, narrow!y eſcaped the pillory for for- 
gery; and got off with a ſevere rebuke only from the bench. 

V. 63. Scarb*row.] Earl of, and Knight of the Garter, 
whoſe perſonal attachments to the King appeared from his 
ſteady adherence to the royal intereſt, after his reſignation 
of his great employment of Maſter of the Horſe ; and whoſe 
known lonour and virtue made lim eſleemed by all partics- 
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Pleas'd let me own, in Eſher's peaceful Grove 66 
(Where Kent and Nature vye for PELHAM's Love) 
The Scene, the Maſter, opening to my view, 

I it and dream I fee my CRAGGS anew ! 


Ev'n in a Biſhop I can ſpy Deſert; 70 


Secker is decent, Rundel has a Heart ; 
Manners with Candour are to Benſon giv'n, 
To Berkley, ev'ry Virtue under Heav'n. 
But does the Court a worthy Man remove? 
That inſtant, I declare, he has my Love: 75 
I ſhun his Zenith, court his mild Decline ; 
Thus SOMMERSs once, and HALIF Ax, were mine, 
Oft in the clear, ſtill Mirrour of Retreat, 
I (tudy'd SHRE WSBURY, the wiſe and great: 


NoTEs. 

V. 66, Eſper's peaceful Grove.] The honſe and gardens 
of Ether in Surry, belonging to the Honourable Mr Pelham, 
brother to the Duke of Newcaſtle, The author could not 
have given a more amiable idea of his character than in 
comparing him to Mr Craygs. 

V. 74. But does the Court a worthy Man remove 5] The 
Poet means remove him for his worth ; not that he eſteem- 
ed the being in or o: a proof either of corruption or vir 
tue. I had a glimpſe of a letter of yours lately (ſays he 
* to Dr Swift) by which I find you are, like the vulgar. 
*« apter to think well of people out of power, han of people 
in power. Perhaps tis a miſtake; but, however, there 
is ſomething in it generous. Let. xvii. Sept. 3. 1726. 

V. 77. Sommers.] John Lord Sommers died in 1716, He 
had been Lord Keeper in the reign of William III. who 
took from him the ſeals in 1700, The author had the ho- 
nour of knowing him in 1706. A faithful, able, and incor- 
rupt miniſter; who, to the qualities of a conſummate Rate!” 
man, added thoſe of a man of learning and politeneſs. 

Ibid. Halifax.] A peer no leſs diſtinguiſhed by bis love 
of letters, than his abilities in parliament, He was ditgra- 
ced in 1710, on the change of Queen Anne's miniſtry. 

V. 79. Shrewſbury,] Charles Talbot, Duke of Shrewſbury, 
ke) been Secretary of State, Ambaſſador in France, Lord- 
N. 2 
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CARLETON's calm ſenſe, and SrANHorE“'s noble 
Flame, 90 

Compar'd, and knew their gen'rous End the ſame: 
How pleafing ATTERBURY's fofter hour? 
How ſhin'd the Soul, unconquer'd in the Tow'r! 
How can I PuULT'NEY, CHESTERFIELD forget, 
While Roman Spirit charms, and Attic Wit: 83 
ARGYLL, the State's whole Thunder born to wield, 
And ſhake alike the Senate and the Field : 
Or WYxDHAM, juſt to Freedom and the Throne, 
The Maſter of our Paſſions, and his own. 
Names, which I long have lov'd, nor lov'd in vain, 9e 
Rank'd with their Friends, not number'd with their 
And if yet higher the proud Liſt ſhould end, [Train; 
Still let me ſay, No Follower, but a Friend. 

Let think not, Friendſhip only prompts my lays; 
J follow Virtue ; where ſhe ſhines, I praiſe : 95 


Nor Es. 
Lieutenant of Ireland, Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Trea- 
ſurer. He ſeveral times quitted his employments, and was 
often recalled, He died in 1718, 

V. 80. Carleton.] Henry Boyle, Lord Carleton (nephew 
of the famons Robert Boyle) who was Secretary of State 
under William III. and Preſident of the Council under 
Queen Anne. | 

Ibid. Stanhope.) James, Earl Stanhope; a nobleman of 
equal courage, ſpirit, and learning: general in Spain, and 
Secretary of State. 

V. 84. Cheſterfield.] Philip, Earl of Cheſterfield, com- 
monly given by writers of all parties for an example to the 
age he lives in, of ſuperior talents, and public virtue. 

V. 88. Wyndham.] Sir William Wyndham, Chancellor 
of the Exchequer under Queen Anne, made early a con- 
liderable figure; but ſince a much greater, both by his abi- 
lity and eloquence, joined with the utmoſt judgment aud 
temper, : 

V. 92. And if yet higher, Kc. ] He was at that time ho- 
noured with the eſteem and favour of his Royal Highneſs 
the Prince, 
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Point ſhe to Prieſt or Elder, Whig or Tory, 
Or round a Quaker's Beaver caſt a Glory. 
I never (to my ſorrow I declare) 
Din'd with the MAN of Ross, or my Lox D MAY'R. 
Some, in their choice of Friends (nay, look not grave) 
Have ſtill a ſecret Byaſs to a Knave: IOL 
To find an honeſt man I beat about, 
And love him, court him, praiſe him, in or out. 

F. Then why ſo few commended ? 

P. Not ſo fierce; 

Find you the Virtue, and I'll find the Verſe. ros 
But random Praiſe the taſk can ne'er be done; 
Each Mother aſks it for her booby Son, 
Each Widow aſks it ſor the Beſt of Men, 
For him ſhe weeps, for him ſhe weds agen. 
Praiſe cannot ſtoop, like Satire, to the ground; 110 
The Number may be hang'd, but not be crown'd. 
Enough for half the Greateſt of theſe days, 
To 'ſeape my Cenſure, not expect my Praiſe. 
Are they not rich ? what more can they pretend ? 
Dare they to hope a. Poet for their Friend ? 118 
What RICH ELIE VU wanted, Louis ſcarce could gain, 
And what young Au uo wiſh'd, but wiſh'd in vain. 
No Pow'r the Muſe's Friendſhip can command; 
No Pow'r, when Virtue claims it, can withſtand : . 


NoTE. 


V. 99, —my Lord Nfay'r.] Sir John Bernard, Lord 
Mayor in the year of the Poem, 1738. A citizen eminent 
for his virtue, public ſpirit, and great talents in parlia- 
ment, An excellent man, magiſtrate, and ſenator, In the 
year 1747, the city of London, in memory of his many and 
lignal ſervices to his country, erected a ſtatue to him: but 
lis image had been placed long before in the heart of evezy- 
2001 man. 

N 3. p 


250 E Pp I IL oO G U EZ Dial. Ii. 


To Cato, Virgil pay'd one honeſt line; 129 
O let my Country's Friends illumine mine! 

— What are you thinking? F. Faith the thought's no ſin, 
I think your Friends are out, and would be in, 

P. If merely to come in, Sir, they go out, 

The way they take is ſtrangely round about. 125 

F. They too may be corrupted, you'll allow? 

P. I only call thoſe Knaves who arc ſo now. 

Is that too little ? Come then, I'll comply— 
Spirit of Arnall! aid me while I he. 
CopramM's a Coward, PoLWARTH is a Slave, 129 
And LYTTELTON a dark, deſigning Knave, 

ST Jo x has ever been a wealthy Fool 

But let me add, Sir Rozer T's mighty dull, 

Has never made a Friend in private life, 

And was, beſides, a 'Tyrant to his Wife. 135 

But pray, when others praiſe him, do I blame? 
Call Verres, Wolſey, any odious name: 

Why rail they then, if but a Wreath of mine, 
Oh all-accompliſh'd ST Jonrx.! deck thy ſhrine ? 

What ! ſhall cach ſpurgall'd Hackney of the day, 
When Paxton gives him double Pots and Pay, 147 
Or each new-penſion'd Sycophant, pretend 
To break my Windows if I treat a Friend; 

Then wiſely plead, to me they meant no hurt, 
But twas my Gueſt at whom they threw the dirt? 


NoTEs. 

V. 129. Spirit of Arnall !] Look for him in his place in 
the Dunciad, book ii. ver. 315. 

V. 130. Polwarth. ] The Honourable Hugh Hume, ſon of 
Alexander Earl of Marchmont, grand(on of Patrick Earl of 
Marchmont, and diſtinguiſhed, like them, in the cauſe of 
Liberty. : 

V. 136, —do 7 blame *—-Call Verres, Wolſey, any odte 
ous name ] The leaders of parties, be they as florid as they 
will, generally do their buſineſs by a ſingle rule of rhetoric, 
which they may have learned of Quintilian, or perhaps 
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Sure, if I ſpare the Miniſter, no rules 145 
Of Honour bind me, not to maul his Tools; 

Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be ſaid 

His Saws are toothleſs, and his Hatchets Lead. 

It anger'd TURENNE, once upon a day, 

To ſee a Footman kick'd that took his pay: 1506 

But when he heard th' affront the fellow gave, 

Knew one a man of honour, one a knave; 

The prudent Gen'ral turn'd it to a jeſt, 

And begg'd, he'd take the pains to kick the reſt : 

Which not at preſent having time to do — 156 

F. Hold, Sir! for God's fake, where's th' Affront to: 
you ? 

Againſt your Worſhip when had S—k writ ? 

Or P—ge pour'd forth the Torrent of his Wit? 

Or grant the, Bard whoſe diſtich all commend 160 

[In Pow'r a Servant, out of Pow'r a Friend] 

To W—le guilty of ſome venial fin ; 

What's that to you who ne'er was out nor in? 

The Prieſt whoſe flattery be-dropt the Crown, 
How hurt he you? he only ſtain'd the Gown, 163 
And how did, pray, the florid Youth offend, 

Whoſe Speech you took, and gave it to a Friend ? 
P. Faith it imports not much from hom it came; 
Whoever borrow'd, could not be to blame, | 
Since the whole Houſe did afterwards the ſame. 


% 


NoTES. 

a much older ſophiſt, ** $i nihil quod nos adjuvet, erit, 
quaeramus quid adverſarium laedat.“ 

V. 160, —the Bard.] A verſe taken out of a Poem to 
Sir R. W. 

V. 164. The Prieſt, &c. ] Spoken not of any particular 
prieſt, but of many prieſts, 

V. 166, And how did, &c.] This ſeems to allude to n 
complaint made, ver. 71 of the preceeding dialogue. 


l 
l 
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Let Courtly Wits to Wits afford ſupply, 171 
As Hog to Hog in huts of Weſtphaly; 
If one, thro' Nature's Bounty or his Lord's, 
Has. what the frugal, dirty ſoil affords, 
From him the next receives it, thick or. thin, 175 
As pure a meſs almoſt as it came in; 
The bleſſed benefit, not there confin'd, 
Drops to the third, who nuzzles cloſe behind; 
From tail to mouth they feed and they carouſe: 
The laſt full fairly gives it to the Houſe. 185 
F. This filthy ſimile, this beaſtly line 
Quite turns my. ſtomach— 
P. 50 does Flatt'ry mine; 
And all your Courtly Civet-cats can vent, 
Perfume to you, to me is Excrement. 
But hear me further—Japhet, tis agreed, 183 
Writ not, and Chartres ſcarce could write or read, 
In all the Courts of Pindus guiltleſs quite; 
But Pens can forge, my Friend, that cannot write; 
And muſt no Egg in Japhet's face be thrown, 
Becauſe the Deed he forg'd was not my own? 190 
Muſt never Patriot then declaim at Gin, 
Unleſs, good man! he has been fairly in? 
No zealous Paſtor blame a failing ſpouſe, 
Without a ſtaring Reaſon on his brows ? 
And cach blaſphemer quite eſcape the rod, 195 
Becauſe the inſult's not on Man, but God ! 


NoTE; 
V. 185. Faphet,—Chartres.] See the Epiſtle to Lerd. 
Bathurſt, 
VARIATIONS, 
V. 185. in the MS, 
I grant it, Sir; and further, 'tis agreed, 
Japhet writ not, and Chartres ſcarce could read, 


a 
Aſk you what provocation I have had ? 
The ſtrong antipathy of Good to Bad. 
When Truth or Virtue an affront endures, 
Th' affront is mine, my friend, and ſhould be yours, 
Mine, as a foe profeſs'd to falſe pretence, 202 
Who think a Coxcomb's Honour like has Senſe ; 
Mine, as a Friend to ev'ry worthy mind ; 
And mine as Man, who feel for all mankind, 
F. You're ſtrangely proud. 
: P. So proud, I am no Slave: 295 
do impudent, I own myſelf no knave : 5 
do odd, my country's Ruin makes me grave. 
Yes, I am proud; I muſt be proud to ſee 
Men not afraid of God, afraid of me: 
Safe from the Bar, the Pulpit, and the Throne, 31+ 
| Yet touch'd and ſham'd by Ridicule alone, » 
0 ſacred weapon! left for Truth's defence, 
Sole dread of Folly, Vice, and Inſolence! 
To all but Heav'n- directed hands deny'd, 
The Kuſe may give thee, but the Gods muſt guide: 
| Rey'rent I touch thee! but with honeſt zeal; 3216 
Io rouze the Watchmen of the public weal, 
To Virtue's work provoke the tardy Hall, 
And goad the Prelate ſlumb'ring in his Stall. 


NoTEs. 

V. 204. And mine as Man, who. feel for all mankind.] 
From Terence: Homo ſum: humani nihil a me alienum 
40 puto.“ 

V. 219, And goad the Prelate fumb'ring in his Stall.] 
The good Euſebius, in his Evangelical Preparation, draws 
a long parallel between the Ox and the Chriſtian Prieſthood. 
Hence the dignified clergy, out of mere humility, have ever 
ſince called their thrones by the name of /talls, To which 
a great prelate of Wincheſter, one W. Edinton, modeſtly 
alluding, (who otherwiſe had been long ſince forgotten), 
las rendered his name immortal by this ecclefiaſtical aphe - 


* 
5 
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Ye tinſel Inſects ! whom a Court maintains, 4+» 
That counts your beauties only by your ſtains, 
Spin all your Cobwebs o'er the Eye of Day! 


The Muſe's wing ſhall bruſh you all away: 
All his Grace preaches, all his Lordſhip ſings, 224 


All that makes Saints of Qucens, and Gods of Kings, 
All, all but Truth, drops dead-born from the Preſs, 
Like the laſt Gazette, or the laſt Addreſs. 

When black Ambition ſtains a public Cauſe, 
A Monarch's fword when mad Vain-ylory draws, 
Not Waller's Wreath can hide the Nation's Scar, 
Nor Bailcau turn the Feather to a Star. 2 31 


Nor zs. 
riſm, Canterbury is the higher rack, but Nincheſter is the 
better manger. By which, however, it appears that he 
Was not one of thoſe here condemned, who ſlumber in their 
Nails. 

V. 222, Cobwecbs.] Weak and flight ſophiſtry againſt vir. 
tne and hononr : thin colours over vice, as unable to hide 
the light of truth, as cobwebs to ſhade the ſun. 

V. 228. When black Ambition, &c.] The caſe of Crom- 
well in the civil war of England: and ver. 229. of Louis XIV. 
in his conqueſt of the Low Countries. 

V. 231. Nor Boileau turn the Feather to a Star.] See his 
Ode on Namur; where (to uſe his own words) “ il a fait 
un Aſte de la blume blanche que le Roy porte ordinaire- 
„% ment a ſon-Chapean, et qui eſt en effet une eſpece de 
« Comete, fatale a nos ennemis.“ 


VARIATIONS. 


After ver. 227. in the MS, 
Where's now the ſtar that Ii glited Charles to riſe? 
With that which followed Julius to the ſkies, 
Angels, that watch'd the Royal Oak ſo well, 
How chanc'd ye nod, when luckle(s Sorel fell? 
Hence, lying Miracles ! reduc'd fo low 
As to the regal touch, and papal-roe ; 
Hence haughty Edgar's title to the main, 
Britain's to France, and thine to India, Spain! 
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20 W Not ſo, when diadem'd with rays divine, 
Touch'd with the flame that breaks from Virtue's 
Shrine, 

Her Prieſteſs Muſe forbids the Good to die, 
Jud opes the Temple of Eternity. | 235 
„ Wl There, other trophies- deck the truly brave, 

„ WW than ſuch as Anſtis caſts into the Grave; 

Far other Stars than ** and ** wear, 

And may deſcend to Mordington from STAIR; 

buch as on HouGHr's unſully'd Mitre ſhine, 245 

or beam, good Div, from a heart like thine.) © 
zt Let Envy howl, while Heav'n's whole Chorus 2 
And bark at Honour not conferr'd by Kings: 
Let Flatt'ry ſick'ning ſee the Incenſe riſe, 

„ wvaeet to the World, and grateful to the Skies: 255 


ir Truth guards the Poet, ſanctiſies the line, 


When Truth ſtands trembling on the edge of 
ere, laſt of Britons ! let your Names be ready 
Arc none, none living ? let me praiſe the Dead, 


ie And ſor that Cauſe which made your Fathers ſhine, 


it ball by the Votes of their degen'rate Line. 


NoTEs. 

V. 237. Anftis.] The chief herald at arms. It is the cu- 
lom, at the funeral of great peers, to calt into the grave 
the broken ſtaves and enſigns of honour, 

V. 239. Stair.] John Dalrymple Earl of Stair, Knight of 
tie Thitle ; ſerved in all the wars under the Duke of Marl- 
birough z and afierwards as ambaſſador in France, 

V. 230, 241, Hough and Digby.] Dr John Hough Biſhop 
& Worceſter, and the Lord Digby. The one an aſſer tor of 
tie Church of England, in oppoſition to the falſe meaſures 
& King James II.; the other as firmly attached to rhe 
enſe of that King: both acting out of principle, aud 
canally men of honour and virtue, 

2 


And makes immortal, Verſe as mean as mine. p 
1 Yes, the laſt Pen for Freedom let me draw, Sy 2 


256 EPIL OGUE, &. Dial. 11 


F. Alas! alas! pray end what you began, 
And write next winter more Eſſays os Man. 255 


Nor E. 

V. 255.] This was the laſt poem of the kind printed by 
Bur author, with a reſolution to publiſh no more; but to 
enter thus, in the moſt plain and ſolemn manner he could, ] 
a ſort of prote/t againſt that inſuperable corruptien and de- 
1 pravity of manners which he had been {> unhappy as to 
live to ſee, Could he have hoped to have amended any, he 
had continued thoſe attacks; but bad men were grown ſo 
| ſhameleſs and fo powerful, that ridicule was become as un- 
ſafe as it was ineffectual, The Poem raiſed him, as he 
knew it would, ſome enemies; but hie had reaſon to be ſa- I 
tisfied with the approbation of good men, and the teſtimony 
of his own. conſcience. 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 255. in the MS, 
- Quit, quit theſe themes, and write Eſſays on Man. 
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$3 
on receiving,-from the Right Hon. the Lady 
by Av 1 | 
zEFRANCES SHIRLE V. 
e- | | / 
A STANDIsH.and Two Pts, 
{o 
n- 
ne 
4 ES, I beheld th*' Athenian Queen 
* Deſcend in all her ſober charms; 


© And take (ſhe. ſaid, and ſmil'd ſerene) 
« Take at this hand celeſtial arms: 


«© Secure the radiant weapens wield ; 
„This golden lance ſhall guard Deſert, 

© And if a Vice dares keep the field, 
„This ſteel ſhall ſtab it to the heart,” 


Aw'd, on my bended knees I fell, 
Receiv'd the weapons of the ſky ; 

And dipp'd them in the fable Well, 
The fount of Fame or Infamy. 


* What Vell? what Neapon? (Flavia cries) , 
* A Standith, ſtcel and golden Pen! 

et came from Bertrand's , not the ſkies ; 
I gave it you to write again. 


Nor Es. 


The Lady Frances Shirley. ] A Lady whoſe great merit 


Mr Pope took a real pleaſure in celebrating. 
* A famous toy-ſhop at Bath, 
Vor. III. . 0 


k 146 1 
® But, Friend, take hoed whom you attack; 
* You'll bring a Houſe (I mean of Peers) 
4% Red, Blue, and Green, nay, white and black, 
«© L and all about your ears. 


t& You'd write as ſmoothe again on glaſs, 
* And run, on ivory, ſo glib, [ 
As not to ſtick at fool or aſs, 
“Nor ſtop at Flattery or Fib. 


& Athenian Queen! and ſober charms! 
J tell ye, fool, there's nothing in't: 
* *Tis Venus, Venus gives theſe arms; 
« In Dryden's Virgil ſee the print. 
* Come; if you'll be a quiet ſoul, 
© That dares tell neither Truth nor Lies, 
$* I'Il lift you in the harmleſs roll 
Of thoſe that ſing of theſe poor eyes.“ 


IMITATIONS 


a 


n 
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Imitated in the Manner of Dr. Swirr. 


4 5 IS true, my Lord, I gave my word, 
I would be with you, June the thardy 


Chang'd it to Auguſt, and (in ſhort) 
Have kept it—as you do at Court. 

You humour me when I am ſick, 

Why not when I am fplenetick ? 

In town, what Objects could I meet ? 
The ſhops ſhut up in ev'ry ſtreet, 

And fun'rals black'ning all the Doors, 
And yet more melancholy Whores : 
And what a duſt in ev'ry place? 

And a thin Court that wants your Face, 
And Fevers raging up and down, 

And W** and H** both in Town! 


« "he dog-days are no more the caſe,” 


Tis true, but Winter comes apace : 
Then ſouthward let your bard retire, 


Hold out ſome Months 'twixt Sun and Fire, 


Deſignatorem decorat lictoribus atris : 


Dum pueris omnis pater, et matercula pallet 


Officioſaque ſedulitas, et opella forenſis 
AdQucit febris, et teſtamenta reſignat. 


Quod ſi bruma nives Albanis illinet agris; 
Ad mare deſcendet vates tuus, et bi parcet, 


O 3 


— - a” —— 


10 


1 dies tibi pollicitus me rure futurum, 
Sextilem totum mendax defideror. atqui, 

di me vivere vis ſanum recteque valentem; 

Quam mihi das ægro, dabis ægrotare timenti. 
Mzcenas, veniam : dum ficus prima calorque 


—  — 


——ũ——ũ— OE. — — 


4 — — PID 


162 IMITATTONS Book J. 


And you ſhall fee the firſt warm Weather, 

Me and the Butterflies together. 20 
My Lord, your Favours well I know; 

"Tis with Diſtinction you beſtow; _ 

And not to ev'ry one that comes, 

Juſt as a Scotſman does his Plums. 

* Pray take them, Sir — Enough's a Feaſt: 25 

© Eat ſome, and pocket up the reſt''— 

What, rob your Boys ? thoſe pretty rogues ? 

% No, Sir, you'll leave them to the Hoggs.” 

Thus Fools with Compliments beſiege ye, 

Contriving never to oblige ye. 39 

Scatter your favours on a Fop, 

Ingratitude's the certain crop; 

And 'tis but juſt, Plt tell ye wherefore, 

You give the things you never care for, 

A wiſe man always is or ſhou'd Js 

Be mighty ready to do good; 

But makes a diff rence in his thought 

Betwixt a Guinea and a Groat. 


CPE IE 


Con tractuſque leget; te, dulcis amice, reviſet 

Cum Zephyris, ſi concedes, et hirundine prima. 
Non, quo more pyris veſci Calaber jubet hoſpes, 

Tu me ſeciſti locupletem. Veſcere ſodes. 

Jam ſatis eſt. At tu quantumvis tolle. Benigne. 

Non inviſa feres pueris munuſcula parvis. 

Tam teneor dono, quam ſi dimittar onuſtus. 

Ut libet : hæc porcis hodie comedenda relinques. 

Prodigus ct ſtultus donat que ſpernit et odit : 

Hæc ſeges ingratos tulit et ſeret omnibus annis. 

Vir bonus et ſapiens, dignis ait eſſe paratus ! 

Nee tamen ignorat, quid diſtent æra lupinis ? 

Dignum præſtabo me, etiam pro laude merentis. 
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tp. VII. OF HORACE, 163 


Now this F1t ſay, you'll find in me 
A ſafe Companion, and a free; 40 
But if you'd have me always near 
A word, pray, m your Honour's car. 
hope it is your Reſolution 
To give me back my Conſtitution ! 
The ſprightly Wit, the lively Eye, 45 
Th' engaging Smile, the Gaiety, | 
That laugh'd down many a Summer Sun, 
And kept you up ſo oft till one: 
And all that voluntary Vein, . 
As when Belinda rais'd my Strain. 59 
A Weaſel once made ſhift to link p 
In at a Corn-loft thro' a Chink; 1 
But having amply ſtuff d his ſkin, 
Could not get out as he got in; ; 
Which one belonging to the Houſe 465 
(Twas not a Man, it was a Mouſe) 
Obſerving, cry'd, You "ſcape not ſo, 
Lean as you came, Sir, you mult go.“ 
Sir, you may ſpare your Application, 
I'm no ſach Beaſt, nor his Relation; 69 


Quod fi me noles uſquam diſcedere ; reddes 
Forte latus, nigros auguſta'fronte capillos : 
geddes dulce loqui; reddes ridere decorum, et 
Inter vina fugam Cynarz mæœrere proterve. 
%rte per anguſtam tenuis vulpecula rimam 
Repſerat in cumeram frumenti : paſtaque, rurſug 
Ire foras pleno tendebat corpore fruſtra, 
Cui muſtela procul, Si vis, ait, effugere iſtine; 
Macra cavum repetes arctum, quem macra ſubiſti. 
Hac ego fi compellor imagine, cuncta reſigno; 
Nee ſomnum plebis laudo fatur altilium, nec 
Ota divitiis Arabum liberrimt muto. 
Soc verecuadum laudaſti: Rexque, Paterque 
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No one that Temperance advance, 

Cramm'd to the throat with Ortolans: 

Extremely ready to reſign 

All that may make me none of mine. 

South-ſea Subſcriptions take who pleaſe, 65 1 
Leave me but Liberty and Eaſe. 

Twas what ] ſaid to Craggs and Child, 

Who prais'd my Modeſty, and ſmil'd. 

Give me, Icry'd, (enough for me) 

My Bread, and Independency ! 70 
So bought an Annual-rent or two, 

And liv'd——juſt as you ſee I do; 

Near fifty, and without a Wife, 

J truſt that ſinking Fund, my Life. | 
Can I retrench ? Yes, mighty well, 75 
Shrink back to my Paternal Cell, 

A little Honfe, with Trees a-row, 

And, like its Maſter, very low. 

There dy'd my Father, no man's Debtor, 
And there I'll die, nor worſe nor better. 90 

To ſet this matter full before ye, 
Our old Friend Swift will tell his Story. 
Harley, the Nation's great Support, — 

But you may read it, I ſtop ſhort. | 


— — — — 


Audiſti coram, nec verbo parcius abſens : F 


Inſpice, ft poſſum donata reponere lætus. 
30 X * * LY * * oy 


* * * * * * » * 
Parvum parva decent. mihi jam non regia Roma, 
Sed vacuum Tibur placet, aut imbelle Tarentum. 

Strenuus et fortis, cauſiſque Philippus agendis 
Clarus, &c. 


F 169. Þ 
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The Firſt Part imitated' in the Year 1514, 1 
by Dr Swirr; the latter Part added af- [| 
terwards, | | | | 


* often wiſh'd' that I had clear 1 
For life, fix hundred pounds a-year, 1 
A handſome Houſe to lodge a Friend, 1 
A River at my garden's end, | ; 
A Terras-walk, and half a Rood $ | 
of Land, ſet out to plant a Wood. | 

Well, now I have all this and more, | 
I aſk not to encreaſe my ſtore; 
gut here a grievance ſeems: to ly, 

All this is mine but tilt E die; 10 
I] can't but think 'twould found more clever, 
To me and to my Heirs for ever. 

If I ne'er got or loſt a groat, | 
Ey any Trick, or any Fault; | 
* And if I pray by Reafon's rules, is | 
And not like Forty other Fools: | 


— 


* — 
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H OC erat in votis : modus agri non ita magnus, ' F 
Hortus ubi, et tecto vicinus jugis aquæ fons, 
Et paulum ſilvæ ſuper his foret. auctius, atque 

Di melius fecere. bene eſt. nil amplius oro, 

Maia nate, niſi ut propria hzc mihi muncta faxis, 
di neque majorem feci ratione mala rem, 

Nec ſum facturus vitio culpave minorem; 

di veneror ſtultus nihil horum, O ſi angulus ille 


— — _ — 
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© As thus, © Vouchſafe, oh Gracious Maker ! 
To grant me this and t' other Acre: 
Or, if it be thy Will and Pleaſure, 
Direct my Plow to find a Treaſure : 20 
But only what my Station fits, 
* And to be kept in my right wits, 
© Preſerve, Almighty Providence 
* Juſt what you gave me, Competence: 
* And let me in theſe ſhades compoſe 25 
Something in Verſe as true as Proſe; 
* Remov'd from all th' Ambitious ſcene, 
Nor puff d by Pride, nor ſunk by Spleen.” 

In ſhort, I'm perfectly content, 
Let me but live on this fide Trent; 30 
Nor croſs the Channel twice a year, 
To ſpend fix Months with Stateſmen here, 

I muſt by all means come to town, 
Tis for the ſervice of the Crown. 
„Lewis, the Dean will be of uſe, 35 
* Send for him up, take no excuſe.” 


* 


Proximus accedat, qui nunc denormat agellum 

O ſi urnam argenti fors quz mihi monſtret ! ut illi, 
Theſauro in vento qui mercenarius agrum 

Illum ipſum mercatus aravit, dives amico 
Hercule, fi, quod adeſt, gratum juvat! hac prece te 
Pingue pecus domino facias, et cætera præter (oro, 
Ingenium ; utque ſoles, cuſtos mihi maximus adfis, 
Ergo ubi me in montes et in arcem ex Urbe removi, 
Quid prius illuſtrem Satiris Muſaque pedeſtri? _ 
Nec mala me ambitio perdit, nec plumbeus Auſter, 
Autumnuſque gravis, Libitinz quzſtus acerbæ. 
 Matutine pater, ſeu Jane libentius audis, 

Unde komines operum primos vitzque labores 
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The toil, the danger of the Seas, 

Great Miniſters ne'er think of theſe | 

Or let it coſt five hundred pound, 

No matter where the money's found, 40 

It is but ſo much more in debt, | | 

And that they ne'er confider'd yet. | 
Good Mr Dean, go change your gown, 

Let my Lord know you're come to town.“ 

I hurry me in haſte away, 45 1 

Not thinking it is Levee-day; | 

And find his Honour in a Pound, | 

Hemm'd by a triple Circle round, | 

Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green : 

How ſhould I thruſt myſelf between ? 5o | | 

Some Wag obſerves me thus perplex'd, I | 

And ſmiling whiſpers to the next, 1 

„thought the Dean had been too proud, 

* To juſtle here among a croud.” 

Another, in a ſurly fit, 55 

Tells me J have more Zeal than Wit, 

« $0 eager to expreſs your love, 

* You ne'er conſider whom you ſhove, 
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Inſtituunt, (fic Dis placitum) tu carminis eſto 

Principium : Rome ſponſorem me rapis : Eia, 

Ne prior officio quiſquam reſpondeat, urgue : 

Sive Aquilo radit terras, ſeu bruma nivalem 

Interiore diem gyro trahit, ire neceſſe eſt. 

Poſtmodo, quod mi obſit, clare certumque locuto, 

Luctandum in turba, et facienda injuria tardis. 

Quid tibi vis, inſane; et quas res agis ? improbus 
urguet 

Iratis precibus. tu pulſes omne quod obſtat, 

Ad Mæcenatem memori ſi mente recurras. 
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6 But rudely preſs before a Duke.“ 

I own, I'm pleas'd with this rebuke, 

And take it kindly meant to ſhow 

"What I deſire the world ſhould know. 
I get a whiſper, and withdraw; 

When twenty foolsI never ſaw 

Come with Petitions fairly penn'd, 

Deſiring I would ſand their fricad. 
This, humbly offers me his Caſo 

Fhat, begs my int'reſt for a place = 

A hundred other Men's affairs, 

Like bees, are humming in my ears: 

*« To-morrow'my Appeal comes on, 


Without your help the Cauſe is gonc'— 


The Duke expects my Lord and you, 
About ſome great Affair, at Two 
« Put my Lord Bolingbroke'in mind, 
« To get my Warrant quickly fign'd ; 
 * Conſider, 'tis my firſt requeſt''— 
Be ſatisfy'd, I'll do my beſt; — 
Then preſently he falls to teize, 
« You may ſor certain, if you pleaſe; 
. © I doubt not, if his Lordſhip knew 


© And, Mr Dean, one word from you 
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Hoc juvat, et melli eſt; ne mentiar. at ſimul atras 
Ventum eſt Eſquilias; aliena negotia centum 
Pex, caput, et circa ſaliunt latus. Ante ſecundam 


Roſcius orabat ſibi adefles ad Puteal cras. 
De re communi ſcribe magna atque nova te 
Orabant hodie meminiſſes, Quinte, reverti. 
Imprimat his cura Mæcenas ſigna tabellis. 


Dixeris, Experiar: Si vis, potes, addit; et inſtat. 
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* 'Tis (let me ſee) three years and more, 
(october next it will be four) 
Gf Since HAR: xy bid me firſt attend, 85 
And choſe me for an humble friend; 
Would take me in his Coach to chat, 
And queſtion me of this and that; 
As, What's o'clock?” And, © How's the Wind?“ 
« Whoſe Chatiot's that we left behind? 99 
Or gravely try to read the lines 
Writ underneath the Country Signs ; 
Or,“ Have you nothing new to-day 
From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay?“ 
Such tattle often entertains 95 
My Lord and me as far as Staiens, 
As once a week we travel down 
To Windſor, and again to Town, 
Where all that paſſes, inter nos, | 
Might be proclaim'd at Charing-Croſs. 109 


Septimus octavo propior jam fugerit annus, 
Ex quo Mæeenas me cepit habere ſuorum 
jo In numero: duntaxat ad hoc, quem tollere rheda 
Vellet, iter faciens, et cui concredere nugas 
Hoc genus, Hora quota eſt ? Threx eſt Gallina Syro 
par. 
Matutina parum cautos jam frigore mordent : 
; Et quz rimoſa bene deponuntur in aure. 
Per totum hoc tempus, ſubjectior in diem et horam 
Invidiæ noſter. ludos ſpectaverit una; 
Luſerit in campo: Fortunz filius, omnes. 
Frigidus a Roſtris manat per compita rumor: 
Quicunque obvius eſt, me conſulit; O bone (nam te 
Scire, Deos quoniam proprius contingis, oportet) 
Vol. III. 9 h 
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Yet ſome I know with envy ſwell, 
Becauſe they ſee me us'd ſo well: 
* How think you of our Friend the Dean ? 
*© I wonder what ſome people mean: 
% My Lord and he are grown ſo great, toy 
*© Always together tete a téte; 
„ What, they admire him for his jokes 
«© See but the fortune of ſome folks! 
There flies about a ſtrange report 
Of ſome expreſs arriv'd at Court; 110 
I'm ſtopp'd by all the fools I meet, 
And catechis'd in ev'ry ſtreet. 
Lou, Mr Dean, frequent the Great; 
& Inform us, will the Emp'ror treat 
© Or do the Prints and Papers lie?“ 115 
Faith, Sir, you know as much as J. 
* Ah, Doctor, how you love to jeſt : 
6 "Tis now no ſecret“ -I proteſt * 
*Tis one to me“ Then tell us, pray, 
©* When are the Troops to have their pay?” 120 
And tho' I ſolemnly declare 
T know no more than my Lord Mayor, 
They ſtand amaz d, and think me grown 
'The cloſeſt mortal ever known, 


— 


Num quid de Dacis audiſti ? Nil equidem. Ut tu 
Semper eris derifor! At omnes Di exagitent me, 
Si quicquam. Quid ? militibus promiſſa Triquetra 
Prædia Cæſar, an eſt Itala tellure daturus ? 
Jurantem me ſeire nihil miratur, ut unum 
Scilicet egregii mortalem altique ſilenti. 

Perditur hæc inter miſero lux: non ſine votis, 
O rus, quando ego te aſpiciam ? quandoque licebit, 
Nune veterum libris, nunc ſomno et inertibus horis, 


15 
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Thus in a ſea of folly toſs'd, 125 
My choiceſt hours of life are loſt ; 
Yet always wiſhing to retreat, 
Oh, could I ſee my Country Seat! 
There leaning near a gentle brook, | 
Sleep, or peruſe ſome ancient Book, 3 


And there in ſweet oblivion drown 


Thoſe cares that haunt the Court and Town. 

O charming Noons ! and Nights divine! 

Or when I ſup, or when I dine, 5 

My Friends above, my Folks below, 135 
Chatting and laughing all-a-row, 

The Beans and Bacon ſet before 'em, 

The Grace cup ferv'd with all decorum: 

Each willing to be pleas'd, and pleaſe, 

And ev'n the very dogs at caſe! 140 
Here no man prates of idle things, 

How this or that Italian ſings, 

A Neighbour's Madneſs, or his Spouſe's, 

Or what's in either of the Houſes ; 


Ducere ſolicitz jucunda oblivia vitz ? 
O quando faba Pythagorz cognata, ſimulque 


ncta ſatis pingui ponentur oluſcula lardo ? 


O noctes cœnæque Deum! quibus ipſe meique, 

Ante Larem proprium veſcor, vernaſque procaces 

Paſco libatis dapibus : cum, ut cuique libido eſt, 

Siccat inæquales calices conviva, ſolutus 

Legibus inſanis: ſeu quis capit acria fortis 

Pocula ; ſeu modicis uveſcit lætius. ergo 

Sermo oritur, non de villis domibuſve alienis, 

Nec male necne Lepos ſaltet: ſed quod magis ad nos 
P 2 
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172 _IMITATIONS 
But ſomething much more our concern, 145 
And quite a ſcandal not to learn : 
Which is the happier, or the wiſer, 
A man of Merit, or a Miſer? 
Whether we ought to chuſe our Friends, 
For their own Worth, or our own Ends? 130 
What good, or better, we may call, 
And what the very beſt of all ? 
Our Friend Dan Prior told (you know) 
A Tale extremely a propos: 
Name a Town Life, and in a trice 55 
He had a ſtory of two Mice. 
Once on a time (ſo runs the Fable) 
A country Mouſe, right hoſpitable, 
Receiv'd a town Mouſe at his board, 
Juſt as a Farmer might a Lord. 160 
A frugal Mouſe, upon the whale, 
Yet lov'd his Friend, and had a Soul; 
Knew what was handſome, and would do't, 
On juſt occaſion, coute gui coute, 
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Pertinet, et neſeire malum eſt, agitamus; utrumne 
Divitiis homines, an ſint virtute beati: 

Quidve ad amicitias, uſus rectumne, trabat nos: 
Et quæ ſit natura boni, ſummumque quid ejus. 
Cervius hc inter vicinus garrit aniles 

Ex re fabellas. fi quis nam laudat Arelli 

Solicitas ignarus opes; fic incipit : Olim 
Ruſticus urbanum murem mus paupere fertur 
Accepiſſe cavo, veterem vetus hoſpes amicum : 
Aſper, et attentus quæſitus; ut tamen arctum 
Solverct hoſpitiis animum. quid multa ? neque ille 
Sepoſiti ciceris, nec longæ invidit aven? : 
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He brought, him Bacon (nothing lean), 

Pudding, that might have pleas'd a Dean: 

Cheeſe, ſuch as men in Suffolk make, 

But wiſh'd it Stilton for his ſake; 

Yet to his gueſt though no way ſparing, 

He ate himſelf the rind and paring. 

Our courtier ſcarce would touch a bit, 

but ſhow'd his breeding and his wit; 

He did his beſt to ſeem to eat, 

Aud cry'd, I vow you're mighty neat. 

« But Lord, my friend, this ſavage ſcene ! 

« For God's ſake, come, and live with men: 

„ Confider, Mice, like Men, muſt die, 

% Both ſmall and great, both you and I: 

© Then ſpend your lite in joy and ſport, 

„ (This doctrinc, friend, I lcarn'd at Court.)“ 
The Verieſt hermit in the nation 

May yield, God knows, to ſtrong temptation. 


173 
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175 


Aridem et ore ferens acinum, ſemeſaque lardi 
Fruſtra dedit, cupiens varia faſtidia cena 
Vincere tangentis male fingula dente ſuperbo : 
Cum pater ipſe domus palca porrectus in horna 
Eſſet ardor loliumque, dapis meliora relinquens. 


Tandem urbanus ad hune, Quid te juvat, inquit, 


amice, 
Prærupti nemoris patientem - vivere dorſo ? 


Vin' tu homines urbemque feris præponere ſylvis? 
Carpe viam (mihi crede) comes: terreſtria quando 


Mortales animas vivunt ſortita, neque ulla eſt, 


Aut magno aut parvo, leti fuga. quo, bone, circa, 


Dum licet, in rebus jucundis vive beatus : 


Vive memor quam ſis ævi brevis. Hac ubi dicta 
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Awvay they come, through thick and thin, 
To a tall houſe near Lincoln's- inn; 
( Twas on the night of a Debate, 185 
When all their Lordſhips had fate late.) 
Behold the place where, if a Poet 

Shin'd in Deſcription, he might ſhow it; 
Tell how the Moon-beam trembling falls, 
And tips with Silver all the walls; 190 
Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 
Groteſco roofs, and Stucco floors : 
But let it (in a word) be ſaid, 
The Moon was up, and Men a bed, 5 
The Napkins white, the Carpet red: 195 
The Gueſts withdrawn had left the Treat, 
And down the Mice fate, tete d tete. 

Our Courtier walks from diſh to diſh, 
Taſtes for his Friend of Fowl and Fiſh; 
Tells all their names, lays down the law, 200 
« Due ga eft bon ] Ah gouteꝝ ga 
That Jelly's rich, this Malmſey healing, 
Pray, dip your Whiſkers and your Tail. in.“ 
Was ever ſuch a happy Swain! 
He ſtuffs and ſwills, and ſtuffs again, 205 


Agreſtem pepulere, domo levis exfilit : inde 
Ambo propoſitum peragunt iter, urbis aventes 
Meœnia nocturni ſubrepere jamque tenebat 
Nox medium cœli ſpatium, cum ponit uterque 
In locuplete domo veſtigia : rubro ubi cocco 
Tinda ſuper lectos canderet veſtis eburnos ; 
Multaque de magna ſupereſſent fercula cena, 
Quz procul exſtructis inerant heſterna caniſtris. 
Ergo ubi purpurea porrectum in veſte locavit 
Agreſtem; veluti ſuccinctus curſitat hoſpes, 
Continuatque dapes : nec non verniliter ipſis 
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« 'm quite aſham'd—'tis mighty rude. 

« To eat ſo much—but all's ſo good. 

« T have a thouſand thanks to give— 

„My Lord alone knows how to live.” 

No ſooner ſaid, but from the Hall a 210 
Ruſh Chaplain, Butler, dogs and all; 

« A Rat, a Rat! clap to the door''— 

The Cat comes bouncing on the floor. 

0 for the heart of Homer's Mice, 

Or Gods to ſave them in a trice! 215 
(It was by Providence they think, 

For your damn'd Stucco. has no chink,) 

4 An't pleaſe your Honour, quoth the Peaſant, 
This ſame deſert is not ſo pleaſant :. 

Give me again my hollow Tree, 220 
« A Cruſt of Bread, and Liberty!“ 


—— — 


Fungitur officiis, prælibans omne quod affert, 

lle cubans gaudet mutata. ſorte, boniſque 

Rebus agit lætum convivam : cum ſubito ingens 
Valvarum ſtrepitus lectis excuſlit utrumque. 
Currere per totum pavidi conclave; magiſque 
Exanimes trepidare, ſimul domus alta Moloſſis 
Perſonuit canibus. tum ruſticus, Haud mihi vita 
Eſt opus hac, ait, et valeas : me ſylva, cavuique 
Tutus ab inſidiis tenui ſolabitur ervo, 


— 
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To Venus. 


A® AIN? new tumults in my breaſt ? 
Ah ſpare me, Venus! let me, let me reſt ! 
T am not now, alas! the man 

As in the gentle Reign of my Queen Anne. 
Ah! ſound no more thy ſoft alarms, 
Nor circle ſober fifty with thy Charms. 
Mother too fierce of dear Deſires ! 

Turn, turn to willing hearts your wanton fires, 
To Number five direct your Doves, 

There ſpread round MURRAY. all your blooming 

Loves; 


Ad VENEREM. 


NTERMISSA, Venus, diu 
Rurſus bella moves ? parce precor, precor. 

Non ſum qualis eram bone 

Sub regno Cynaxg. define, dulcium 
Mater ſzva Cupidinum, 

Circa luſtra decem flectere mollibus 
Jam durum imperiis : abi 

Quo blandæ juvenum te revocant preces. 
Tempeſtivius in domum 

Paulli, purpureis ales oloribus, 
Comiſſabere Maximi; 

Si torrere jecur quæris idoneum. 


[ 
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Noble and young, who ſtrikes the heart 
With ev'ry ſprightly, ev'ry decent part; 
Equal, the injur' d to defend, 
To charm the Miſtreſs, or to fix the Friend. 
Ve, with a hundred Arts refin'd, 
Shall ſtretch thy conqueſts over half the kind: 
To him each Rival ſhall ſubmit, 
Make but his Riches equal to his Wit. 
Then ſhall thy Form the Marble grace, 
(Thy Grecian Form) and Chloe lend the face ; 
His Houſe, emboſom'd in the Grove, 
Sacred to ſocial life and focial love, 
Sball glitter o'er the pendent green, 
Where Thames reflects the viſionary ſcene : 
Thither, the filver-ſounding lyres 
Shall call the ſmiling Loves, and young Deſires; 
There, ev'ry Grace and Mule thall throng, 
Exalt the dance, or animate the ſong ; 
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Namque et nobilis, et decens, 

Et pro ſolicitis non tacitus reis, 
Et centum puer artium, 

Late ſigna feret nulitiz tuæ. 
Et, quandoque potentior 

Largis muneribus riſerit æmuli. 
Albanos prope te lacus 

Ponet marmoreum ſub trabe citrea. 
Illic plurima naribus 

Duces thura.; lyraque et Berecyntkiæ 
Delectabere tibia 

Mixtis carminibus, non fine fiſtula. 
Illic bis pueri die 

Numen cum teneris virginibus tuum 
Laudantes, pede candido 

Ja morem Salium ter quaticat humum. 
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There Youths and Nymphs, in conſort gay, 

Shall hail the riſing, cloſe the parting day. 
With me, alas! thoſe joys are ober; 

For me the verngl garlands bloom no*more. 
Adieu! fond hope of mutual fire, 

The ſtill-believing, ſtill-renew'd defire ; 
Adieu ! the heart-expanding bowl, 

And all the kind deceivers of the ſoul! 
But why? ah! tell me, ah! too dear! 

Steals down my check th' involuntary Tear: 
Why words ſq flowing, thoughts ſo free, 

Stop or turn nonſenſe, at one glance of thee ? 
Thee, dreſt in Fancy's airy beam, 

Abſent I follow thro' th' extended dream; 
Now, now I ceaſe, I claſp thy charms, 

And now you burſt (ah cruel!) from my arms; 

And ſwiftly ſhoot along the Mall, 

Or ſoftly glide by the Canal, 
Now ſhown by Cynthia's filver ray, 

And now on rolling waters ſnatch'd away. 


Me nec femina, nec puer 

Jam, nec ſpes animi credula mutui, 
Nec certare juvat mero, 

Nec vincire novis tempora floribus. 
Sed cur, heu! Ligurine, cur 

Manat rara meas lacrymo per genas ? 
Cur facunda parum decoro 

Inter verba cadit lingua filentio ? 
Nocturnis te ego 3 

Jam captum teneo, jam volucrem ſequer 
Te per gramina Martii 

Campi, te per aquas, dure, volubiles. 
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L* 8 T you ſhould think that verſe ſhall die, 
Which-ſounds the Silver Thames along, 
Taught on the wings of 'Truth to fly 
Above the reach of vulgar ſong; 


Tho' daring Milton fits ſublime, 
In Spenſer native Muſes play; 
Nor yet ſhall Waller yield to time, 
Nor penſive Cowley's moral lay— 


wo 


dages and Chiefs long ſince had birth 
Ere Cæſar was, or Newton nam'd : 
Theſe rais'd new Empires o'er the earth, 
And Thoſe, new Heav'ns and Syſtems fram'd. 


2» 


E forte credas interitura, quæ 
Longe ſonantem natus ad Auſidum 
Non ante vulgatas per artes 


Verba loquor ſocianda chordis; 


Non, ſi priores Mæonius tenet 
*des Homerus, Pindaricz latent 
Cexque, et Alcæi minaces 
Steſichorique graves Camenæ: 
I 
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Vain was the Chief's, the Sage's pride! 
They had no Poet, and they died. 

In vain they ſchem'd, in vain they bled! 
They had no Poet, and are dead. 


[IT 


Nee, fi quid olim luſit Anaereon, 
Delevit ætas: ſpirat adhuc amor, 
Vivuntque commiſſi calores 
Foliæ fidibus puellæ. 


Vixere fortes ante Agamemnona 
Multi; ſed omnes illacrymabiles 
Urguentur ignotique longa 
Nocte, carent quia vate ſacro. 
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1 O 
ROBERT Earl of OXFORD: 


AND. 
Earl MORTIMER. 


. were the notes thy once-lov'd Poet ſung, 
Till Death untimely ſtop'd his tuneful tongue. 
Oh juſt beheld, and loſt! admir'd and mourn'd! 
With ſofteſt manners, gentleſt arts adorn'd ! 
Bleſs'd in each ſcience, bleſs'd in ev'ry ſtrain ! 5 
Dear to the Muſe! to HARLE V dear in vain! 

For him thou oft haſt bid the World attend, 
Fond to ſorget the ſtateſman in the friend; 
For Swirr and him, deſpis'd the farce of ſtate, 
The ſober follies of the wiſe and great; ro 
Dextrous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 
And pleas'd to ſcape from. Flattery to Wit. 

. Abſent or dead, ſtill let a friend be dear, 
(A ſigh the abſent claims, the dead a tear), 
Recall thoſe nights that clos'd thy toilſome days, 1$ 
Still hear thy PARNELL in his living Jays, 
Who, careleſs now of Int'reſt, Fame, or Fate, 
Perhaps forgets that Ox FoRD e'er was great; 
Or deeming meaneſt what we greateſt call, 
Bcholds thee glorious only in thy Fall. 2.0 


Nor r. 

Epiſtle to Robert Earl of Oxfordl.] This Eoiſite was ſent 
to the Earl of Oxford with Dr Parnell's pems publiſh d by 
our Author, after the ſaid Earl's impritorment in the 
Tower, and retreat into the couutry, in the year 1721, 
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And ſure, if aught below the ſeats divine 
Can touch Immortals, tis a Soul like thine : 
A Soul ſupreme, in each hard inſtance try'd, 
Above all Pain, all Paſſion, and all Pride, 
Ihe rage of Pow'r, the blaſt of public breath, 23 
The luſt of Lucre, and the dread of Death. 

In vain to Deſerts thy retreat is made; 
'The Muſe attends thee to thy filent ſhade : 
is hers, the brave man's lateſt ſteps to trace, 
Rejudge his acts, and dignify Diſgrace. 30 
When Int ' reſt calls off all her ſneaking train, 
And all th' oblig'd deſert, and all the vain; 
She waits, or to the Scaffold, or the Cell, 
When the laſt ling'ring friend has bid farewell. 
Ev'n now, ſhe ſhades thy Ev'ning-walk with bays, 
(No hireling ſhe, no proſtitute to praiſe) 36 
Ev'n now, obſervant of the parting ray, 
Eyes the calm ſun-ſet of thy various Day, 
IThro' Fortune's cloud one truly great can ſee, 
Nor fears to tell, that Mo& TIMER is he. 40 
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JAMES CRAGGS, Eſq 


SECRETARY Of STATE. 


SOUL as full of Worth, as void of Pride, 

Which nothing ſceks to ſhew, or needs to hide, 
Which nor to Guilt nor Fear its Caution owes, 
And boaſts a Warmth that from no Paſſion ſlows. 


NoTE. 
Secretary of State. ] In the year 1220. 
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A face untaught to feign; a judging eye, 5 
That darts ſevere upon a riſing Lie, 5 
And ſtrikes a bluſh thro' frontleſs Flattery. 

All this thou wert ; and being this before, 

Know, Kings and Fortune cannot make thee more, 
Then ſcorn to gain a Friend by ſervile ways, 10 
Nor with to loſe a Foe theſe Virtues raiſe; 

But candid, free, fincere, as you began, 

Proceed—a Miniſter, but ſtill a Man, 

Be not (exalted to whate'er degree) 

Aſham'd of any Friend, not ev'n of Me: 15 
The Patriot's plain, but untrod path purſue; 

If not, tis I muſt be aſham'd of You. 


SE 4&3 bh 


Tv 


Mr IE RV AIS. 


Wwih Mn d 


TRANSLATION of FRESNOY's Art of Painting. 


HI3 Verſe be thine, my Friend, nor thou refuſe 
This, from no venal or ungrateful Muſe, 
Whether thy hand ſtrike out ſome free deſign, 
Where Life awakcs, and dawns at cv'ry line; 


NOTEF. 


Epiſtle to Mr Fervas.) This Epiſtle, and the two follow» 
ing, were written ſome years before the reſt, and originally 
printed in 1717, 


Q 3 


— 


186 MISCELLANIES. 


Or blend in beauteous tints the colour'd maſs, 3 
And from the canvas call the mimic face : 
Read theſe inſtructive leaves, in which conſpire 
Freſaoy's cloſe Art, and Dryden's native Fire: 
And reading with, like theirs, our fate and fame, 
So mix'd our ſtudie-, and fo join'd our name; 19 
Like them to ſhine thro? long ſucceeding age, 
So juſt thy ſkill, ſo regular my rage. 

Smit with the love of Siſter-arts we came, 
And met congenial, mingling flame with flame; 
Like friendly colours found them both unite, 15 
And each from each contract new ſtrength and light, 
How oft in pleaſing taſks we wear the day, 
While ſummer-ſuns roll unperceiv'd away ! 
How oft our ſflowly-growing works impart, 
While Images reflect from Art to Art! | 20 
How oft review; each finding, like a friend, 
Something to blame, and ſomething to commend 

What flatt'ring ſcenes our wand'ring fancy wrought, 
Rome's pompous gloxics rifng to our thought! 
Together o'er the Alps methinks we fly, 25 
Fir'd with Idcas of fair Italy. 
With thee on Raphael's Monument I mourn, 
Or wait inſpiring Dreams at Maro's Urn: 
With thee repoſe, where Tully once was laid, 
Or ſeek ſome Ruin's formidable ſhade : 30 
While Fancy brings the vaniſh'd piles to view, , 
And builds imaginary Rome a-new, 
Here thy well-ſtudied marbles fix our eye; 
A fading Freſco here demands a figh : 
Each heav'nly piece unwearied we compare, 33 
Match Raphaci's grace with thy lov'd Guido's air, 
Carr:c-:1's ſtrength, Correggio's ſofter line, 
Paulo's free ſtroke, aud "Vitian's warmth divine. 


3 


19 
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How finiſh'd with illuſtrious toil appears 
This ſmall, well-poliſh'd Gem, the * work of years ! 
Yet ſtill how faint by precept is expreſs'd 41 
The living Image in the Painter's breaſt ! 
Thence endleſs ftreams of fair Ideas flow, 
Strike in the ſketch, or in the picture glow; 
Thence Beauty, waking all her forms, ſupplies 4g 
An Angel's ſweetneſs, or Bridgewater's eyes. 

Mute! at that Name thy ſacred ſorrows ſhed, 
Thoſe tears eternal, that embalm the dead : 
Call round her Tomb each object of deſire, 
Zach purer frame inform'd with purer fire: 32 
Bid her be all that chears or ſoftens life, 
The tender ſiſter, daughter, ſriend, and wife: 
Bid her be all that makes mankind adore ; 
Then view this marble, and be vain no more ! 

Yet ſtill her charms in breathing paint engage; 5s 
Her modeſt cheek ſhall warm a future age. 
Beauty, frail flow'r that ev'ry ſeaſon fears, 
Blooms in thy colours for a thoutand years. 
Thus Churchill's race ſhall other hearts ſurpriſe, 
And other Beauties envy Worlley's eyes; 60 
Fach pleafing Blount ſhall endlets ſmiles beſtow, 
And ſoft Belinda's bluſh for ever glow. 

Oh laſting as thofe colours may they ſhine, 
Free as thy ſtroke, yet faultleis as thy line; 
New graces ycarly like thy works diſplay. 65 
Soft without weakneſs, without glaring gay; 
Led by ſome rule, that guides, but not conſtrains ; 
And tinith'd more thro' happineſs than pains, 
The kindred Arts ſhall in their praiſe conſpire, 
One dip the pencil, and one ſtring the lyre. 70 


NoTE. 
* Freſnoy employed above twenty years in finiſhing his 
Poem, | 


— 


py — — 0 * 
— — — —ů— — —— — 


188 MISC E. LL ANIE S. 


Vet ſhould the Graces all thy figures place, 

And breathe an air divine on ev'ry face; 

Yet ſhould the Muſes bid my numbers roll 

Strong as their charms, and gentle as their ſoul; 
With Zeuxis' Helen thy Bridgewater vie, 1$ 
And theſe be ſung till Granville's Myra die: 
Alas! how little from the grave we claim! 

Thou but preſerv'ſt a. Face, aud 1 a Name, 


EET ST LE 


3K. © 
SSL OUVN'T, 
- With the WoRKks of Voi ru Rx. 


N theſe gay thoughts the Loves and Graces ſhine, 
And all the Writer lives in ev'ry line; 
His eaſy Art may happy Nature ſeem, 
Trifles themſelves are elegant in him. 
Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 3 
Who without flatt'ry pleas'd the fair aud great; 
Still with eſteem no leſs convers'd than read; 
With wit well-natur'd, and with books well-bred: 
His heart, his miſtreſs and his friend did ſhare ; 
His time, the Muſe, the witty and the fair. 10 


Thus wiſely careleſs, innocently gay, 


Chearful he play'd the trifle, Life, away; 

Till fate ſcarce felt his gentle breath ſuppreſt, 

As ſmiling Infants ſport themſelves to reſt. 

Ev'n rival Wits did Voiture's death deplore, 15 
And the gay mourn'd who never mourn'd before; 
The trueit hearts for Voiture heav'd with fighs, 
Voiture was wept by all the brighteſt Eyes: 
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The Smiles and Loves had dy'd in Vaiture's death, 
But that for ever in his lines they breathe. 29 

Let the ſtrict life of graver mortals be 

A long, exact, and ſerious Comedy ; 

In ev'ry ſcene ſome Moral let it teach, 

And, if it can, at once both pleaſe and preach : 

Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear, 26 
And more diverting ſtill than regular; 

Have Humour, Wit, a native Eaſe and Grace, 

Tho' not too ſtrictly hound to Time and Place; 
Critics in Wit, or Life, are hard to pleaſe, 

Few write to thoſe, and none can live to theſe. 30 

Too much your Sex 1s by their forms confin'd, 
Severe to all, but moſt to Womankind ; 

Cuſtom, grown blind with Age, muſt be your guide; 
Your pleaſure is a vice, but not your pride; 

By Nature yielding, ſtubborn but for fame; 35 
Made Slaves by honour, and made Fools by ſhame. 
Marriage may all thoſe petty Tyrants chaſe, 

But ſets up one, a greater in their place: 

Well might you with for change, by thoſe accurſt; 
But the laſt Tyrant ever proves the worſt, 40 
Still in conſtraint your ſuff'ring Sex remains, 

Or bound in formal, or in real chains: 

Whole years neglected. for ſome months ador'd, 
The fawning Servant turns a-haughty Lord, 

Ah quit not the free innocence of life, 45 
For the dull glory of a virtuous Wife; 

Nor let falſe Shews, nor empty Titles pleaſe : 

Aim not at Joy, but reſt content with Eaſe. 

The Gods, to curſe Pamela with her pray'rs, 
Gave the gilt Coach and dappled Flanders Mares, 3a 
The ſhining robes, rich jewels, beds of ſtate, | 
And, to complete her bliſs, a Fool fur Mate. 
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She glares in Balls, front Boxes, and the Ring, 
A vain, unquiet, glitt'ring, wretched Thing! 
Pride, Pomp, and State but reach her outward part; 5s 

She fighs, and is no Ducheſs at her heart. 

But, Madam, if the fates withſtand, and you _ 

Are deſtin'd Hymen's willing Victim too; 

Truſt not too much your now reſiſtleſs charms, ( 
Thoſe Age, or Sickneſs, ſoon or late diſarms; 60 

Good humour only teaches charms, to laſt, 

Still makes new conqueſts, and maintains the paſt; 

Love rais'd on Beauty will, like, that decay, 

Our hearts may bear its ſlender chain a day; 
As flow'ry bands in wantonneſs are worn, 65 
A morniny's pleaſure, and at ev'ning torn; | 
This binds in ties more eaſy, yet more ſtrong, 
The willing heart, and only holds it lang. 

Thus“ Voiture's early care ſtill ſhone the ſame, 
And Monthauſier was only chang'd in name: 30 
By this, ev'n now they live, ev'n now they charm, 
Their Wit (till ſparkling, and their flames ſtill warm. 

Now-crown'd with Myrtle, on th' Elyſian coaſt, 
Amid thoſe Lovers, joys his gentle Ghoſt: 

Pleas'd, while with ſmiles his happy lines you view, 7 
And finds a fairer Ramboiuillet in you. 

The brighteſt eyes in France inſpir'd his Muſe; 
The brighteſt eyes of Britain now peruſe; 

And dead, as living, tis our Author's Pride 

Still to charm thoſe who charm the world beſide. 80 


NOTE. . 
#* Mademgiſelle Paulet, 


- 
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355 


F- on” ] 
r'* 1s 1 L EF 
To the Sans, 


On her leaving the Town after the Coxox ATION. 


A ſome fond Virgin, whom her mother's care 
Drags from the Town to wholeſome Country air, 
Juſt when ſhe learns to roll a melting eye, 

And hear a ſpark, yet think no'danger nigh ; 

From the dear man unwilling ſhe muſt ſever, 58 
Yet takes one kiſs before ſhe parts for ever: 

'Thus from the world fair Zephalinda flew, 

8aw others happy, and with fighs withdrew ; 

Not that their pleaſures caus'd her diſcontent, 

She ſigh'd not that they ſtay'd, but that ſhe went. 20 
She went to plain-work, and to purling brooks, 
Old-faſhion'd halls, dull Aunts, and croaking rooks : 

She went from Op'ra, Park, Aſſembly, Play, 

To morning-walks, and pray'rs three hours a day; 
To part her time 'twixt reading and Bohea, 15 
Jo muſe, and ſpill her ſolitary tea; 

Or o'er cold coffee trifle with the ſpoon, 


Count the low Clock, and dine exact at noon; 


Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, 

Hum half a tune, tell ſtories to the Squire ; 20 

Up to her godly garret after feven, 

There ſtarve and pray, for that's the way to heav'n, 
Some Squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack, 

Whoſe game is Whiſk, whoſe treat a toaſt in ſack; 


NoTE. 


Coronation,] Of King George I. 1715, 
o 
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Who viſits with a gun, preſents you birds, 24 

Then gives a ſmacking buſs, and cries, - No words! 

Or with his hound comes hallooing from the ſtable, 

Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table; 

Whoſe laughs are hearty, tho' his jeſts are coarſe, 

And loves you beſt of all things—but his horſe, 30 
In ſome fair ev'ning, on your elbow laid, 

You dream of Triumphs in the rural ſhade; 

In penſive thought recall the fancy'd ſcene, 

See Coronations riſe on ev'ry green; 

Before you paſs th' imaginary fights 3s 

Of Lords, and Earls, and Dukes, and garter'd Knights, 

While the ſpread fan o'erſhades your clofing eyes; 

Then give one flirt, and all the viſion flies. 

Thus vaniſh ſceptres, coronets, and balls, 

And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls! 4o 
So when your Slave, at ſome dear idle time, 

{Not plagu'd with headachs, or the want of rhyme) 

Stands in the ſtreets, abſtracted from the crew, 

And while he ſeems to ſtudy, thinks of you; 

Juſt when his fancy points your ſprightly eyes, 45 

Or ſces the bluſh of ſoft Parthenia riſe, 

Gay pats my ſhoulder, and you vaniſh quite, 

Streets, Chairs, and Coxcombs ruſh upon my fight; 

Vex'd to be ſtill in town, I knit my brow, 

Look four, and hum a Tune, as you may now. 30 
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CARDELIA, SMILINDA, 


CARDELIA, 
13 HE Baſſet-Table ſpread, the Tallier come; 
Why ſtays $M1LINDA in the Dreſſing- room? 

Riſe, penſive Nymph, the Tallier waits for you. 

Smil. Ah, Madam, fince my SHARPER is e 
joyleſs make my once ador'd Alpen, [ou 
I ſaw him ſtand behind OMBREL1A's Chair, 
And whiſper with that ſoft, deluding air, 
And thoſe feign'd fighs which cheat the liſt'ning 


Fair. 
Card. Is this the cauſe of your romantic ſtrains ? 
A mightier grief my heavy heart ſuſtains, 10 


As You by Love, 1o I by Fortune croſs d, 
On one bad Deal three Septlevas have loſt. 

Sil. Is that the grief which you compare with mine? 
With eaſe the ſmiles of Fortune I reſign : 
Would all my gold in one bad Deal were gone, 15 
Were lovely SHARPER mine, and mine alone, 


Nor E. 

The Baſet- Table. ] Only this of all the Town Eclogues was 
Mr Pope's; and ts here printed from a copy corrected by 
his own hand.— The humour of it lyes in this, that the one 
is in love with the Game, and the other with the SHarper. 
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Card. A Lover loſt, is but a common care; 
And prudent Nymphs againſt that change prepare: 
The KNAvEe oF CLUuRs thrice loſt : Oh! who could 

gueſs | 
This fatal ſtroke, this unforeſeen Diſtreſs ? 20 

Smil. See BETTY Love T! very d propos, 

She all the cares of Love and Play does know : 
Dear BzTTY ſhall th' important point decide; 
BETTY, who oft the pain of each has try'd; 
Impartial, ſhe ſhall ſay who ſuffers moſt, - 3 
By Cards Ill Uſage, or by Lovers loſt. 

Lov. Tell, tell your griefs; attentive will I ſtay, 
Tho' time is precious, and I want ſome Tea. 

Card. Behold this Equipage, by Mathers wrought, 

With Fifty Guineas (a great Pen'worth) bought. 30 
See, on the Tooth-pick, Mars and Cupid ſtrive; 
And both the ſtruggling figures ſeem alive. 
Upon the bottom ſhines the Queen's bright Face; 
A Myrtle Foliage round the Thimble-caſe. 
Jove, Jove himſelf does on the Sciſſors ſhine; 35s 
The Metal, and the Workmanſlip, divine! 

Smil. This Snuff-box,—once the pledge of SH ar- 

PER's love, 
When rival beauties for the Preſent ſtrove; 
At Corticelli's he the Raffle won ; 
Then firſt his Paſſion was in public ſhown : 40 
HAZARDIA bluſh'd, and turn'd her head aſide, 
A Rival's envy (all in vain) to hide, 
This Snuff-box, —on the Hinge fee Brilliants ſhine? 
This Snuff-box will I ſtake; the Prize is mine. 

Card. Alas! far leſſer loſſes than I bear, 45 
Have made a Soldier figh, a Lover ſwear. | 
And oh! what makes the diſappointment hard, 
Twas my own Lord that drew the fatal Card. 
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In complaiſance, I took the Queen he gave; 

Tho' my own ſecret with was for the Knave. 59 
The Knave won Sonica, which I had choſe; 

And the next Pull, my Septleva I loſe. 

Smil. But ah! what aggravates the killing ſmart, 
The cruel thought, that (tabs me to the heart; 

This curs'd OMBREL1A, this undoing Fair, 55 
By whoſe vile arts this heavy grief I bear; 

the, at whoſe name I ſhed theſe ſpiteful tears, 

She owes to me the very charms ſhe wears. 

An aukward Thing, when firſt ſhe came to Town; 
Her Shape unfaſhion'd, and her Face unknown: 60 
She was my friend; I taught her ficſt to ſpread 

Upon her fallow cheeks enliv'ning red: 

I introduc'd her to the Park and Plays; 

And by my int'reſt, .C-zens made her Stays. 
Ungrateful wretch, with mimic airs grown pert, 63 
She dares to ſteal my fav'rite lover's heart. 

Card. Wretch that I was, how often have I ſwore, 

When W1NNAL Z#ally'd, I would punt no more? 

] know the bite, yet to my ruin run; | 

And ſee the Folly, which I cannot thun: - 70 
Smil. How many Maids have SHARPER's vows 

decery'd ? 

How many curs'd the moment they believ'd ? 

Yet his known Falſchoods could no warning prove : 

Ah! what is warning to a Maid 1n Love. 

Card. But of what marble muſt that breaſt be form'd, 
To gaze on Baſſet, and remain unwarm'd ? 76 
When Kings, Queens, Knaves, are {ct in decent rank; 
Expos'd in glorious heaps the tempting Bank, 
Guineas, Half-gnineas, all the ſhining train ; 

The Winner's pleaſure, and the Loſer's pain: bo 
R 2 
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In bright Confuſion open Rouleaus ly, 
They ſtrike the Soul, and glitter in the Eye. 
Fir'd by the fight, all reaſon I diſdain; 
My Paſſions rife, and will not bear che rein. 
Look upon Baſſet, you who reaſon boaſt; 83 
And ſce if reaſon muſt not ere be loſt, 

Smil. What more than marble muſt that heart 

compoſe, 

Can hearken coldly to my SHAR PF R's Vows ? 
Then, when he trembles ! when his Bluſhes riſc! 
When awful Love ſeems melting in his Eyes! 90 
With eager beats his Mechlin Cravat moves : 
He loves, —I whiſper to myſelf, He loves! 
Such unfeign'd paſſion in his looks appears, 


I loſe all Mem'ry of my former Fears; 


My panting heart confeſſes all his charms, 95 
I yield at once, and fink into his arms. 

Think of that moment, you who Prudence boaſt; 
For ſuch a moment, Prudence well were loſt. 

Card. At the Groom-Porter's batter'd Bullies play, 
The DuxEts at Marybone bowl Time away; 109 
But who the Bowl, or rattling Dice compares 
To Bſet's heav'nly Joys, and pleafing Cares? 

Smil. Soft SIMPLICETTA doats upon a Beau; 
PRUP INA likes a Man, and laughs at Show. 
Their ſeveral graces in my SHARPER meet; 10S 
Strong as the Footman, as the Maſter ſweet. 

Lov. Ceaſe your contention, which has been too 
I grow impatient, and the 'Tea's too ftrong. long; 
Attend, and yield to what I now decide; 

The Equipage ſhall grace SMIL1NDA's Side: 119 
The Snuff-box to CAR DEBLIA I decree; 
Now leave complaining, and begin your Tea. 
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Verbatim from BOI LEA U. 
Un Jour dit un Auteur, &c. 


0 NC E (ſays an Author, where I need not ſay) 
Two Travellers found an oyſter in their way: 
Both fierce, both hungry; the diſpute grew ſtrong, 
While Scale, in hand, Dame J«/tice'paſt along. 
Before her each with clamour plcads the Laws, 
Explain'd the matter, and would wia the cauſc. 
Dame Fujtice weighing long the doubtful Right, 
Takes, opens, ſwallows it, before their fight. 

The cauſe of ſtrife remov'd ſo rarely well, 

There take (ſays Ju/tice), take ye each a Shell. 

We thrive at Weſtminſter on Fools like you : 

"Twas a fat Oyſter—Live in peace—Adieu. 


8 0. MM 
TO THE 


Following Queſtion of. Mrs H o w x. 


W HAT is PRupERY ? 
Tis a Beldam, 

Seen with Wit and Beauty ſeldom 

Tis a fear that ſtarts at ſhadows: 

"Tis (no, *tisn't) like Miſs Meadous. 

'Tis a Virgin hard of Feature, g 

Old, and void of all good nature; 
R 3 
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Lean and fretful; would ſeem wiſe; 
Yet plays the fool before ſhe dies: 
Tis an ugly envious Shrew, 

That rails at dear Lepell and Yon. 


Occaſioned by ſome Verſes of 


His Grace the Duke of BUCKHINGHAM, 


N USE, 'tis enough: at length thy labour ends, 
And thou ſhalt live, for Buckingham commends, 
Let crowds of Critics now my verſe aſſail, 
Let Dennis write, and nameleſs numbers rail : 
This more than pays whole years of thankleſs pain, 
-Time, hcalth, and fortune are not loſt in vain, 
Sheffield approves, conſenting Phœbus bends, 
And I and Malice from this hour are friends, 


A 
ESO TOGUR 
7, O38 


To a Play for Mr Dennis's Benefit, in 1732, 
when he was old, blind, and in great Di- 
ſtreſs, a little before his Death. 


8 when that Hero, who in each Campaign 
Had brav'd the G-th, and many a Vuncal ſlain, 
Lay Fortune-ſtrack, a ſpectacle of Woe ! 
Wept by each Friend, forgiv'n by ev'ry Foe; 
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Was there a gen'rous, a reſlecting Mind, E 
But pitied BLIS ARIUs old and blind ? 

Was there a Chief but melted at the Sight? 

A common Soldier, but who clubb'd his Mite? 
Such, ſuch emotions ſhou!d in Britous riſe, 

When preſs'd by want and weakneſs De x x1s lyesg 
Dennis, who long had warr'd with modern Huus, 11. 
Their Quibbles routed, and defy'd their Puns; 

A deſp'rate Bulwark, ſturdy, firm, and fierce 
Againſt the Gothic Sons of frozen verſe : 

How chang'd froni him who made the boxes groan, 
And ſhook the ſtage with Thunders all his own ! 16 
Stood up to daſh each vain PRETENQER's hope, 
Maul the French Tyrant, or pull down the Por E! 
If there's a Briton then, true bred and born, 

Who holds Dragoons, and wooden thoes 1n ſcorn ; 
It there's a Critic of diſtinguith'd rage 23 
If there's a Senior, who contemns this age; 

Let him to-night his juſt aſſiſtance lend, 

And be the Critic's, Briton's, Cid Man's Friend. 


NoTES. 
V. 6. But pitied Reliſarius, &c. ] Nothing could be more- 
happily imagined than this alluſion, or ſinelier conducted, 
And the continued pleatantry is fo delicately touched, that 
it took nothing from the felt: ſatisfaction the critic, who 
heard it, had ia his merit, or the audience in their charicy. 
With fo maſterly a hand has the Poet proſecuted, in this 
b-nevolent irony, that end which he ſuppoſed Dennis him- 
fe!f, had he the wit to ſce, would have the ingennity to 
approve, 
This dreaded Sat'riſt, Dennis will confels, 
Foe to his Pride, but Friend to his Diſtreſs, 
V. 7. IWas there a Chief, &c.] The fine figure of the 
commander, in that capital picture of Beiifarius at Chi 
Wick, ſupplied the Poet with this beantifti) idea, 
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HE N ſimple Macer, now of high renown, 
Firſt ſought a Poet's Fortune in the Town, 
"T'was all th' Ambition his high ſoul could feel, 
To wear red ſtockings, and to dine with Stee!. 
Some Ends of verſe his Betters might afford, $ 
And gave the harmleſs fellow a good word. 
Set up with theſe, he ventur'd on the Town, 


And with a borrow'd Play, out-did poor Crown. 


There he ſtopp'd ſhort, nor ſince has writ a tittle, 
But has the Wit to make the moſt of little: 10 
Like ſtunted hide-bound Trees, that juſt have got 
Sufficient ſap at once to bear and rot. 

Now he begs Verſe, and what he gets commends, 
Not of the Wits his foes, but Fools his friends. 

So ſome coarſe Country-Wench, almoſt decay'd, 15 
Trudges to town, and firſt turns Chambermaid; 
A and ſupple, each de voir to pay, 

She flatters her good Lady twice a-day; 

Thought wondrous honeſt, though of mean degree, 
And ſtrangely Hk'd for her S licity: 20 
In a tranſlated Suit, then tries the Town, 

With borrow'd Pins, and Patches not her own : 


But juſt endur'd the Winter ſhe began, 


And in four Months a batter'd Harridan ; 

Now nothing left, but wither'd, pale, and ſhrunk, 

To bawd for others, and Zo ſhares with Punk. 326. 
* * 


MISCELLANIES. 


To Mr JOHN MOORE, 


Author of the celebrated Woxm-Pownptrs. 


OW much, egregious Moore, are we 
Deceiv'd by ſhews and forms! 
Whate'er we think, whate'er we fee, 
All Humankind are Worms. 


Man is a very Worm by birth, 
Vile reptile, weak, and vain ! 

A while he crawls upon the earth, 
Then ſhrinks to earth again. 


That Woman is a Worm, we find 
E'er ſince our Grandam's evil; 

She firſt convers'd with her own kind, 
That ancient Worm, the Devil. 


The Learn'd themſelves we Book-worms name, 
The Blockhead is a Slow- worm; 

The Nymph whoſe tail is all on flame, 
Is aptly term'd a Glow- worm. 


The Fops are painted Butterſlies, 
That flutter for a day; 

Furſt from a worm they take their riſe, 
And in a Worm decay. 


The Flatterer an Earwig grows; 
Thus worms ſuit all conditions ; 

Miters are Muck-worms, Silk-worms Pcaus, 
And Death-watches Phyſicians. 
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That Stateſmen have the Worm, is ſeen 
By all their winding play; 

Their Conſcience is a Worm within, 
That gnaws them night and day. 


Ah Moore! thy ſkill were well employ'd, 
And greater gain would riſe, | 
If thou could'ſt make the Courtier void 


T 
The Worm that never dies! * 

| | N 

| O learned Friend of Abchurch-Lane, 

4 Who ſett'ſt our entrails. free; 

þ | Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain, | 

l Since Worms ſhall eat ev'n thee. c 

j Our Fate thou. only canſt adjourn . 
' 9 - Some few ſhort years, no more ! ; 
| 4 Ev'n Button's Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 


h_ 
— 


Who. Maggots were before. 


l * N. G, 
iff | B Y 

N 
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A PERSON OF QUALITY. 
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| if Written in the Tear 1733. 
. 
ö i : | 
if 1 T' RING ſpread thy purple Finions, 
'l Gentle Cupid, o'er my Heart ; 


Ja Slave in thy dominions; 


Nature muſt give way to Art, 


2 1 — —— — 


II. 


Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your Flocks, 

See my weary Days conſuming, 

All beneath yon flow'ry Rocks, 


III. 


Thus the Cyprian Goddeſs weeping, 
Mourn'd Adoms, darling Youth : 

Him the Boar, in Silence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 


IV. 


Cynthia, tune harmonious Numbers; 
Fair Diſcretion, ſtring the Lyre; 

Soothe my ever-waking ſlumbers; 
Bright Apollo, lend thy Choir, 


V. 


Gloomy Pluto, King of Terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine Chains, 

Lead me to the Cryſtal Mirrors, 
Wat'ring ſoft Elyſian Plains. 


VI. 


Mournful Cyprus, verdant Willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia's Brows, 

Morpheus hov'ring o'er my Pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying Vows. 


VII. 
Melancholy ſmooth Mæander 
dwiftly purling in a Round, 
On thy Margin Lovers wander, 
Wich thy flow'ry Chaplets crown'd. 


\ 
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VIII. 
Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her filent Mate, 
Sce the Bird of Juno ſtooping; 
Melody reſigus to Fate. 


On a certain LADY at Covar, 


[| Know the thing that's moſt uncommon ; 
(Envy be filent, and attend !) 

J know a reaſonable Woman, 
Handſome and witty, yet a Friend. 


Not warp'd by Paſſion, aw'd by Rumour, 
Not grave thro' Pride, nor gay thro' Folly, 
An equal Mixture of good Humour, 
And ſenſible foft Melancholy. 


“ Has ſhe no faults then, (Envy ſays) Sir?” 
Yes, ſhe has one, I muſt aver: 

When all the World confpires to praiſe her, 
The Woman's deaf, and docs not hear. 


n 


F 
At TWICKENHAM, 


Compoſed of 


MARBLES, SPARs, GEMs, OREsS, and MINERAL: 


9 \HOU who ſhalt ſtop, where Thames' tranſlu- 
cent wave 
Shines a broad Mirrour thro' the ſhadowy Cave; 


[ 


u- 
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Where ling' ring drops from min'ral Roofs diſtil, 

And pointed Cryſtals break the ſparkling Rill; 

Unpoliſh”d Gems no Ray on Pride beſtow, s 

And latent Metals innocently glow : 

Approach. Great NAaTuRE ſtudiouſly behold? 

And eye the Mine without a with for Gold. 

Approach: but awful! Lo! th' Ægerian Grott, 

Where nobly, penſive, ST Jo x fate and thought; 10 

Where Britiſh ſighs from dying WYNDRHAM ſtole, 

And the bright flame was ſhot thro MAR CH¹ MON x's 
Soul. 

Let ſuch, ſuch only, tread this ſacred Floor, 

Who dare to love their Country, and be poor. 


NoTEs. 

Nn his Grotto.] The improving and finiſhing his Grotto 
was the favourite amaſcment of his declining years; and 
the beauty of his poetic genius, in the diſpoſition and or- 
naments of this romantic receſs, appears to as much advan- 
tage as in his beſt- contrived poems. 

V. 9. Aegerian Grott.] Alluding to Numa's projecting 
lis ſyſtem of Politics in this Grott, aiſiſted, as he gave _ 
by the Goddeſs Aegeria. 


VARIATIONS. 
After ver. 6. in the MS. 
You ſee that Iſland's wealth, where, only free, 
Earth to her entrails feels not tyranny. 
i, e. Britain is the only place on the globe which feels not 
tyranny even to its very entrails, Alluding to the condem- 
nation of criminals to the mines, one of the inflitions of 
civn jaſtice in moſt countries. The thought was exceedins 
natural and proper in this place, where the Poet was de- 
ſcribing a grotto encruſted and adorned with all forts of 
minerals, collected, by the means of commerce, from the 
tour quarters of the globe, 
V. 11, Where? Britiſh ſighs from dying Hyndham ſtole. ] 
In his MS. it was thus, 
To Wyndbam's breaſt the patriot paſlions ſtole : 
which made the whole allude to a certain Anecdote of not 
much conſequence to any but the parties concerned. 
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To Mrs M. B. on her BIX TRH-DAx. 


(37 be thou bleſt with all that Heav'n can ſens 
Long Health, long Youth, Jong Pleaſure, and 
a Friend : 
Not with thoſe Toys the female world admire, 
Riches that vex, and Vanitics that tire. 
With added years, if Life bring nothing new, x; 
But like a Steve let ev'ry bleiſing thro', 
Some joy {till loſt, as each vain year runs o'er, 
And all we gain ſome ſad Reflection more; 
Is that a birth-Day? *tis alas too clear, 
Tis but the Fun'ral of the former year. 10 
Let Joy or Eaſe, let Afſluence or Content, 
And the gay Conſcience of a life well ſpent, 
Calm ev'ry thought, inſpirit ev'ry grace, 
Glow in thy heart and ſmile upon thy face. 
Let day improve on day, and year on ycar, 13 
Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear; 
Till death unfelt that tender frame deſtroy, 
In ſome ſoft dream, or eeſtaſy of joy, 
Peaceful ſleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 
And wake to Raptures in a Life to come, 20 


VARIATIONS, 
V. 15, Originally thus in the MS, 
And oh, fince Death mult that fair frame deſtroy, 
Die by ſome ſudden excaſy of joy; 
In ſome ſoit dream may thy mild ſoul remove, 
And be thy late gaip a zh of love. 


ſend 
, and 


10 


MISCELLANIES: 


T 0 


Mr THOMAS SOUTHERN. 


On his BIRTH-DAx, 1742. 


ESIGN'D to live, prepar'd to die, 
With not one fin, but poetry, 

This day Tom's fair account has run 

(Witzout a blot) to eighty one. 


Kind Boyle before his Poet lays 8 


A table, with a cloth of bays; 

And Ireland, mother of ſweet fingers, 
Preſents her harp ſhll to his fingers. 
The feaſt, his tow'ring genius marks 


In yonder wild-gooſe and the larks ! 16 


The muſhrooms ſhew his wit was ſudden ! 

And for his judgment, lo a pudden ! x 

walt beef, tho? old, proclaims him ſtout, 

And grace, altho' a bard, devout. 

May Tou, whom Heav'n ſent down to raiſe 15 


The price of Prologues and of Plays, 


Nor Es. 

v. 6. A table.] He was invited to dine on his birth-day 
with this nobleman, who had prepared for him the enter» 
tainment of which the bill of fare is here ſet down. 

V. 8. Preſents her harp.] The harp is generally wove on 
the Iriſh linen; ſuch as tablecloths, &c. 

V. 16. The price of Prologues and of Plays. ] This alludes 
to a ſtory Mr Southern told of Dryden, about the ſame time, 
to Mr P. and Mr W. When Southern firſt wrote for the 
age, Mr Dryden was ſo famous for his prologues, that the 
players would act nothing without that decoration. His 
uſual price till then had been four guineas : but when Sou- 
thern came to him for the prologue he had beſpoke, Dryden 
told him he muſt have ſix guineas for it; which (aid 
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Be ev'ry birth-day more a winner, 

Digeſt his thirty-thouſandth dinner; 

Walk to his grave without reproach, 

And ſcorn a raſcal and a coach. 20 


Nor E. 


«« he) young man, is out of no diſreſpect to you; but the 
„ players have had my goods too cheap.“ We now look 
upon theſe Prologues with the ſame admiration that the 
vixtuoſi do on the apgthecaries pots painted by Raphael. 
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I, 


On CHARLES Earl of DORSET, 


IN THE 


Church of Withyam in Suſſex. 


ORSET, the Grace of Courts, the Muſe's Pride, 
Patron of Arts, and judge of Nature, dy'd. 
The ſcourge of Pride, tho' ſanctiſied or great, 
Of Fops in Learning, and of Knaves in State: 
Yet ſoft his Nature, tho' ſevere his Lay, 
His anger moral, and his Wiſdom gay. 


Nor E. 

Epitaphs.] Theſe little compoſitions far exceed any thing 
we have of the ſame kind from other hands; yet, if we ex- 
cept the Epitaph on the young Nuke of Buckingham, and 
perhaps one or two more, they are not of equal force with 
the reſt of our author's writings, The nature of the com- 
polition itſelf is delicate; and generally it was a taſk im- 
poſed on him; though he rarely complied with requeſts of this 
nature, as we may ſee by the ſmall number of theſe poems, 
but where the ſubject was worthy of his pen. 

For random praiſe the work would ne'er be done: 

Each Mother aſks it for her booby ſon : 

Each Widow afks it for the beſt of men; 

For him ſhe weeps, for him ſhe weds again. 
Yet when theſe elegiac movements came freely from the 
heart, he mourns in ſuch ſtrains as ſhew he was equally a 
maſter of this kind of compoſition with every other he un- 


dertook, as the following lines in the Epiltle to Ferves 
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Bleſt Satyriſt ! who touch'd the Mean ſo true, 


As ſhow'd Vice had his hate and pity too, Fi 
Bleſt Courtier ! who could King and Country pleaſe, A 
Yet ſcared keep his Friendſhips, and his Eaſe, A 
Bleſt Peer ! his great Forefathers ev'ry grace A 
Reflecting, and reflected in his Race; du 


Where other BUCKHuRSTs, other Doxs Es ſhine, 
And Patriots ſtill, or Poets, deck the Line. 


On Sir WILLIAM TRUM BAL, 


ONE OF THE 


Principal Sccretraies of State to King WILLIAM III 0 


Who having reſigned his Place, died in his Retire- 
ment at Eaſthamſtead in Berkſhire, 1716. 


PLEASING form; a firm, yet cautious mind; 


; Sincere, tho* prudent; conſtant, yet reſign d: F 

: Honour unchang'd, a principle profeſt, a 
1 Fix'd to one ſide, but mod' rate to the reſt : 

An honeſt courticr, yet a patriot too; * 

| Juſt to his prince, and to his country true: C 

NoTES. I 

| may witneſs; which would have made the fineſt epitaph in ( 

| the world : 1 


Call round her tomb each object of deſire, 
Each purer frame inform'd with purer fire: 
Bid her be all that chears or ſoftens life, 

1 The tender ſiſter, daughter, friend, and wife: 
4 Bid her be all that makes mankind adore; 
Then vicw this marble, and be vain no mure- 
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Fill'd with the ſenfe of age, the fire of youth, 

A ſcorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth; 

A gen'rous faith, from ſuperſtition free; 

A love to peace, and hate of tyranny : 

Such this man was; who now from earth remov'd 
At length enjoys that liberty he lov'd. 


III. 
On the Hon. SIMON HARCOURT, 
„only Son of the Lord Chancellor Harcourt : 


AT THE 


Caurch of Stanton-Harcourt in Oxfordſhire, 1720. 


O this ſad ſhrine, whoe'er thou art, draw near; 
Here lyes the Friend moſt lov'd, the Son moſt 
dear ; 
Who ne'er knew Joy, but Friendſhip might divide, 
Or gave his Father Grief, but when he dy'd. 
How vain 1s Reaſon, Eloquence how weak! 

If Pope muſt tell what Has courT cannot ſpeak. 
Oh let thy once lov'd Friend inſcribe thy ſtone, 
And, with a Father's ſorrows, mix his own! 


—— * 
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IV. Bl 
On JAMES CRAGGS, EC 
In Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


JACOBUS CRAGGS 


REGI MAGNA BRITANNIA A S+CRETI9 
ET CONSILIIS SANCTIORIBUS, 
FRINCIPIS PARITER ACPOPULI AMOR ET DELICIZ#; 
VISIT TITULIS ET IN VIDIX MAJOR 
ANNoOs, HEU PAUCOS, XXXV. 
oB. FEB. XVI. NI. DCC. xx. 


Stateſman, yet Friend to Truth! of Soul ſincere, 

In Action faithful, and in Honour clear ! ; 
Who broke no Promiſe, ſerv'd no private End, 

Who gain'd no 'Title, and who loſt no Friend, 

Ennobled by Himſelf, by All approv'd, 

Prais'd, wept, and honour'd, by the Muſe he lov'd, 


} 
1 
| 
1 
| 


V. 
Intended for Mr R O W E, 


In Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


HY reliques, Row E, to this fair Urn we truſt, 
And ſacred, place by DRYDEN's awful duſt: 

| Beneath a rude and nameleſs ſtone he lycs, 

| | To which thy tomb ſhall guide enquiring eyes. 


4 
| 
4 
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NoTEs. 
V. 3. Beneath a rude, &c. ] The tomb of Mr Dryden was 
erected upon this hint by the Duke of Buckingham; te 
Wwaich was originally intended this epitaph: 
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Peace to thy gentle ſhade, and endleſs reſt ! 
Bleſt in thy Genius, in thy Love too bleft ! 
One grateful woman to thy fame ſupplics 

What a whole thankleſs land to his denies. 


Nor ES. 


This Sheffield rais' d. The ſacred duſt below 

Was Dryden once: The reſt who does not know ? 
which the author ſince changed into the plain inſcription. 
now upon it, being only the name of that great poet, 


r 
Natus Aug. 9. 1631, Mortuus Maij. r. 1700, 
JOANNES SHEFFIELD DUX BUCKINGHAMIENSIS 
POSUIT, 


VARIATIONS. 


it i« as follows, on the monument in the Abbey erected te 
Lowe and his daughter. 

Thy reliquzs, Rowe! to this ſad ſhrine we truſt, 

And near thy Shakeſpeare place thy honour'd buſt, 

Oh, next him, ſſcill'd to draw the tender tear, 

For never heart felt paſſion more ſincere ; 

To nobler ſentiment to fire the brave, 8 

For never Briton more diſdain'd a flave. 

Peace to thy gentle ſhade, and endleſs reſt; 

Bleſt in thy genius, in thy love too bleſt ! 

And bleit, that timely from our ſcene remov'd, 

Thy ſoul enjoys the liberty it lov'd. 

To theſe ſo mourn'd in death, ſo lov'd in life ! 

The childleſs parent and the widow'd wife, 

With tears inſcribes this monumental ſtone, 


That holds their aſhes and expects her own. 


—_— > - — _—_ — 


216 rA 


VI. 


„ r 
Who died of a Cancer in her Breaſt. 
E RE reſts a Woman, good without pretence, 


Bleſt with plain Reaſon, and with ſober Senſe: 


No Conqueſt ſhe, but o'er herſelf, deſir'd, 
No Arts eſſay'd, but not to be admir'd. 
Paſſion and Pride were to her Soul unknown, 
Convinc'd that Virtue only is our own. 

So unaffected, ſo compos'd a mind; 

So firm, yet ſoft; ſo ſtrong, yet fo reſin'd; 
Heav'n, as its pureſt gold, by tortures try'd; 


The Saint ſuſtain'd it, but the Woman dy'd. 


VII. 
>» ws a: i 


Monument of the Hon. ROBERT DIGBY. 


„ 


His Siſter MARY, 


Erected by their Fathæ the Lox D D1Gs Y, 
In the Church of Sherborne in Dorſetſhire, 1727 


O! fair Example of untainted youth, 

Of modeſt wiſdom, and pacific truth: 
Compos'd in ſuff rings, and in joy ſedate, 
Good without noife, without pretenſion great: 
Juſt to thy word, in ev'ry thought ſincere, 


Who knew no wiſh but what the world might hear: 


2 
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Of ſofteſt manners, unaſſected mind, 


Lover of Peace, and friend oſ human kind: 
Go live! for Heav'n's eternal year is thine, 
Go and exalt thy Moral to Divine. 
And thou, bleſs'd Maid ! attendant on his doom, 
penſive haſt follow'd to the filent tomb, 
Steer'd the ſame courſe to the ſame quiet ſhore, 
Not parted long, and now to part no more 
Go then, where only bliſs fincere is known ! 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one ! 
Yet take theſe tears, Mortality's relief, 
And till we ſhare your joys, forgive our grief: 
Theſe little rites, a Stone, a Verſe receive ; 
'Tis all a Father, all a Friend can give! 


VIII. 


On Sir GODFREY KNELLE R. 
In Weſtminſter-Abbey, 1723. 


7 NELLER, by Heav'n, and not a Maſter taught, 
Whoſe Art was Nature, and whoſe Pictures 
Thought; 
Now for two ages having fnatch'd from Fate 
Whate'er was beauteous, or whate' er was great, 
Lyes crown'd with Princes“ honours, Poets' lays, 
Due to his Merit, and brave Thirſt of praiie. 
Living, great Nature fear'd he might outvie 
Her works; and, dying, fears herſelf may die. 


IMITATION. 
V. 7. Imitated frem the famous epitaph on Raphael, 
Raphael, timuit, quo ſoſpite, vinci 
Rerum magna pareus, et morienti, mori. 


Vor. III. 1 


— 


| 
| 
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EPITAPEHS 


3 
On General HENRY WITHERS. 
In Weſtminſter-Abbey, 1729. 


E RE, Wenne reſt! thou beaveſt, gentleſt 


mind, 

Thy Country's friend; but more of human kind. 
Oh born to Arms! O Worth in Youth approv'd! 
O ſoft Humanity, in Age belov'd ! 

For thee the hardy .Vet'ran drops a tear, 

And the gay Courtier feels the figh ſincere. 

- WITH ERS, adicu! yet not with thee remove 
Thy Martial ſpirit, or thy Social love! 

Amidſt Corruption, Luxury, and Rage, 
till leave ſome ancient Virtues to our age: 

Nor let us ſay (thoſe Engliſh glories gone) 

'The laſt true Briton: lyes beneath this ſtone. 


"On Mr ELIJAH FENTON, 
At Eaſthamſted in Bake, 1730. 


HIS modeſt Stone, what few vain Marbles can, 
May truly ſay, Here lyes an honeſt Man: | 
A Poet bleſs'd beyond the Poet's fate, 


Whom Heav'n kept ſacred from the Proud and Great: 


* 


— 
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Foe to loud Praiſe, and Friend to learned Eaſe, 
Content with Science in the vale of Peace, 
Calmly he look'd on either Life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to ſear; 
From Nature's tem'prate feaſt roſe ſatisfy'd, 


Thank d Heav'n that he had liv'd, andthat he dy d. 


> 4h 
"On Ma G A T. 
In Weſtminſter-Abbey, 1732. 


— — 
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F manners gentle, of affections mild; 
In wit, a Man; ſimplicity, a Child : 

With native Humour temp'ring virtuous Rage, 
Form'd to delight at once and laſh the age; 
Above Temptation in a low Eſtate, 
And uncorrupted, ev'n among the Great: 
A ſafe Companion, and an eaſy Friend, 
Unblam'd thro' Life, lamented in thy End. 
Theſe are Thy Honours ! not that here thy Buſt 
Is mix'd with Heroes, or with Kings thy duſt; 
But that the Worthy and the Good ſhall fay, 
Striking their penſive boſoms— Here lyes Gay. 


Nor x. 


V. 12. Here Jyes Gay. ] i. e. In the hearts of the gnod - 
and worthy, : 
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XII. 


INTENDED FOR. : 
Sir I 8 A A C NEWTON, I 
| In Weſtminſter-Abbey. 
 T8AACUS NEWTONUS: 
f | Quem Immortalem 
N Teſtantur Tempus, Natura, Cælum: 7 
i | Mortalem | 
; Hoc Marmor fatetur. \ 
| Nature and Nature's Laws lay hid in Night: 
Go ſaid, Let Newton be! and all was Light. | 
| ( 
y | XIII. 


On Dr FRANCTS ATTERBURY, 
Biſhop of Rocunus TaR, 
Who died in Exile ab Paris, 1733- 


| {His only Daughter having expired in his Arms, 
1 immediately after ſhe arrived in France to ſee 
him.] 
DIALOGUE. 
SHE. 

Es, we have liv'd—one pang, and then we part! 

May Heav'n, dear Father! now have all thy heat 
Yet, ah ! how once we lov'd, remember ſill, 
Till you are duſt like me. 


— N — = * — 
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HE. 


Dear Shade ! I will: 
Then mix this duſt with thine—O ſpotleſs Ghoſt ! 
O more than Fortune, Friends, or Country loſt ! 
Is there on earth one care, one wiſh beſide ? 


Yes—SAVE MY COUNTRY, HEAv'N, 
He ſaid, and dy'd. 


XIV. 
On EDMUND Duke of BUCKINGHAM, 


Who died in the Nineteenth Year of his Age, 1735. 


F modeſt Youth, with cool reflection crown'd, 
And ev'ry op'ning Virtue blooming round, 
Could fave a Parent's juſteſt Pride from fate, 
Or add one Patriot to a ſinking ſtate ;.. 


NOTE. 

Save my Country, Heav's.] Alluding to the Biſhop's fre- 
quent uſe and application of the expiring words of the fa» 
mous Father Paul, in his prayer for the ſtate, eſto perpe- 
tus, With how good a grace the Biſhop applied i: at his 
trial, and is here made to refer to it in his lait moments, 
they will underſtand who know what conformity there was 
in the lives of the prelate and the monk. The character 
of our countryman is well known; and that of the Father 
may be told in very few words. He was profoundly ſkilled 
in all divine and human learning: he employed his whole 
life in the ſervice of the tate, againſt the unjuſt encroach- 
ments of the church. He was modeſt, humble and forgi- 
ving, candid, patient and juſt, free from all prejudices or 
party, and all the projects of ambition; in a word, the hag- 
vieſt compound of Science, Wiſdom and Virtue, 
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This weeping Marble had not aſk'd thy tear, 
Or ſadly told, how many hopes ly here! 
The living Virtue now had ſhone approv'd, 
* The Senate heard him, and his Country lov'd, 
Yet ſofter Honours, and lefs noiſy Fame 
Attend the ſhade of gentle Bucx1NGHAM: | 
In whom a race, for Courage fam'd and Art, | 
Ends in the milder Merit of the Heart ; 
And Chiefs or Sages long to Britain giv'n, 
Pays the laſt Tribute of a. Saint to Heav'n. 


XV. 
v 
For OY who would not be buried in- 
Weſtminſter - Abbey | p! 


LIJEROES and K N Gs! your: diſtance keep; 
1 In peace let one poor Poet ſleep, 

Who never flatter'd folks like you: 

Let Horace bluſh, and Virgil too. | , 


Another on the 8 A M E. 


N DE R this marble, or under this ſill, 
Or under this turf, or een what they will, 

Whatever an Heir, or a Friend in his ſtead, 
Or any good creature ſhall lay o'er my head, 
Lyes one who ne'er car'd, and ſtill cares not a pin 
What they ſaid, or may ſay of the Mortal within: 
But who, living and dying, ſerene (till and free, 
Eruſts in God, that as well as he was, he ſhall be, 
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PUBLISHER, 


Occaſioned by the 
FIRST CORRECT EDITION 


OF THE 


DUNCI A D. 


T is with pleaſure I hear, that you have procured 

a correct copy of the DunctAaD, which the ma- 
ny ſurreptitious ones have rendered ſo neceſſary; 
and it is yet with more, that I am informed it will 
de attended with a COMMENTARY; a Work ſo res 
quiſite, that I cannot think the Author himſelf 
would have omitted it, hag he approved of the firſt 
appearance of this Poem. 

Such Notes as have occurred to me I herewith ſend 
you : you will oblige me by inſerting them amongſt 
thoſe which are, or will be tranſmitted to you by 
others; ſince not only the Author's friends, but even 
lirangers, appear engaged by humanity to take ſome 
care of an Orphan of ſo much genius and ſpirit, 
which its Parent ſeems to have abandoned from the 
very beginning, and ſuffered to ſtep into the world; 
vaked, unguarded, and unattended. 


/ N 
126 A LETTER TO 


It was upon reading ſome of the abuſive pap 
lately publiſhed, that my great regard to a Perſon 
whoſe friendſhip I eſteem as one of the chief ho- 
nours of my life, and a much greater reſpect to truth 
than to him or any man living, engaged me in en- 
quiries, of which the encloſed Notes are the fruit.“ 

I perceived that moſt of theſe Authors had been 
(doubtleſs very wiſely) the firſt aggreſſors. They had 
tried, till they were weary, what was to bt got by 
railing at each other: nobody was either concerned 
or ſurpriſed, if this or that ſcribbler was proved a 
dunce. But every one was curious to read what 
could be ſaid to prove Mr PoE one, -and was rea- 
dy to pay ſomething for ſuch a diſcovery : a ſtrata 
gem which, would they fairly own it, might not on- 
1y reconcile them to; me, but ſcreen them from the 
reſentment of their lawful ſuperiors, whom they dai- 
ly abuſe, only (as I charitably hope). to, get that h 
them, which they cannot get from them. 

I found this was not all: ill ſucceſs in that had 
tranfported them to perſonal abuſe, either of hims 
felf, or (what I think he could leſs forgive) of his 
friends. They had called men of virtue and honour 
bad Men, long before he had either leifure.or incl 
nation to call them bad writers ; and ſome had been 
| ſuch old offenders, that he had quite forgotten their 
perſons as well as their ſlanders, till they were plea» 

ſed to reyrve them. _ 

Now what had Mr Popr done before, to incenſe 

them? He had publiſhed thoſe works which are in 
the hands of every body, in which not the leaſt men- 
tion is made of any of them. And what has he 
done ſince ? He has laughed, and written the Dux- 
Clap, What has that ſaid of them? A very ſerious 


* 
* 
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tuth, which the public had ſaid before, That they 
were dull; and what it had no ſooner ſaid, but they 
themſelves were at great pains to procure, or even 
purchaſe room in the prints, to teſtify under their 
hands to the truth of it. * N 

I ſhould ſtill have been filent, if either I had ſeen 
any inclination in my friend to be ſerious with ſuch 
accuſers, or if they had only meddled with his Wri- 
by{Wiogs; fince whoever publiſhes, puts himſelf on his 
ed WM trial by his Country: but when his Moral character 
d a MW vas attacked, and in a manner from which neither 
hat uuth nor virtue can ſecure the moſt innocent; in a 
ex» WI manner which, though it annihilates the credit of 
ta ¶ de accuſation with the juſt and impartial, yet ag- 
n+ MW gravates very much the guilt of the accuſers; I mean 
he by Authors without names; then I thought, fince the 
danger was common to all, the concern ought to be 
ſo; and that it was an act of juſtice to detect the 
Authors, not only on this account, but as many of 
them are the ſame who for ſeveral years paſt have 
made free with the greateſt names in Church and 
State, expoſed to the world the private misfortunes 
of Families, abuſed all, even to women, and whoſe 
proſtituted/papers (for one or other Party, in the un- 
happy diviſions of their Country) have inſulted the 
Fallen, the Friendleſs, the Exil'd, and the Dead. 

Beſides this, which I take to be a public concern, 
Ihave already confeſſed I had a private one. I am 
one of that number who have long loved and 
| WH clicemed Mr Pop E; and had often declared it was not 

lis capacity or writings (which we ever thought the 
kaſt valuable part of his character) but the honeſt, 
open, and beneficent man, that we moſt eſteemed and 
WF ond in him. Now, if what theſe people ſay were be- 
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leved, I muſt appear to all my friends either a fool, 
'or a knave ; either impoſed on myſelf, or impoſing 
on them; ſo that I am as much intereſted in the 
'confutation of theſe. calumnies, a he is himſelf, 

I am no Authör, and conſequently not to be fuſ- 
petted either of jealouſy or reſentment againſt any of 
the Men, of whom ſearce one is known to me by ſight; 

and as for their Writings, I have ſought them (on this 
one occaſion) in vain, in the cloſets and libraries of 
all my acquaintance. I had ſtill been in the dark, if a 
Gentleman had not procured me (I ſuppoſe from 
ſome of themſelves, for they are generally much 
more dangerons friends than enemies) 'the paſſages 
I fend you. I ſolemnly proteſt I have added nothing 
to the malice or abſurdity of them; which it behoves 
me to declare, ſince the vouchers themſelves will be 
fo ſoon and fo irrecoverably loſt. You may in ſon: 
"meaſure prevent it, by preſerving at leaſt their 
Titles *, and diſcovering (as far as you can depend 
on the truth of your information) the Names of the 
concealed authors. 

The firſt ohjeCtion I have heard made to the Poem 
is, that the perſons are too obſcure for ſatire, The 
perſons themſelves, rather than allow the objection, 
would forgive the ſatire; and if one could be tempt- 
ed to allord it a ſerious anſwer, were not all aſſaſſ- 
nates, popular inſurrections, the inſolence of the rab- 
ble without doors, and of domeſtics within, moſt 
wrongfully chaſtiſed, if the meanneſs of offenders 
indemnified them from puniſhment ? On the contrary, 
Obſcurity renders them more dangerous, as Ik 
thought of: Law can pronounce judgment only on 
open facts : Morality alone can paſs cenſure on in- 


Wich we have done in a liſt printed in the append:% 
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tentions of Miſchief; ſo that for ſecret calumny, or 
the arrow flying in the dark, there is no public pu- 
niſhment left, but what a good Writer inflicbs. 

The next objection is, that theſe fort of authors 
are poor. That might be pleaded as an excuſe at the 
Old Bailey, for leſſer grimes than Defamation, (for 
tis the caſe of almoſt all who are tried there), but ſure 
it can be none here : for who will pretend that the 
Robbing another of his Reputation ſupplies the want 
of it in himſelf ? I queſtion not but ſuch Authors are 
poor, and heartily wiſh the objection were removed 
by any honeſt livelihood ; but Poverty is here the ac- 
cident,not the ſubject. He who deſcribes Malice and 
Villany to be pale and meagre, expreſſes not the leaft 
anger againſt Paleneſs or Leanneſs, but againſt Ma- 
lice and Villany. 'The Apothecary in Romeo and Ju- 
let is poor; but is he therefore juſtified in vending 
poiſon ? Not but Poverty itſelf becomes a juſt ſub- 
jet of ſatire, when it is the conſequence of vice, 
prodigality, or negle& of one's lawful calling; for 
then it increaſes the public burthen, fills the ſtreets 
and highways with Robbers, and the Garrets with 
Clippers, Coiners, and Weekly Journaliſts, 

But admitting that two or three of theſe offend leſs 
in their morals, than in their writings, muſt Poverty 
make nonſenſe ſacred ? If fo, the fame of bad au- 
thors would be much better conſulted than that of 
all the good ones in the world ; and not one of an 
hundred had ever been called by his right name. 

They miſtake the whole matter: It is not charity 
to encourage them in the way they follow, but to 
get them out of it; for men are not bunglers becauſe 
they are poor, but they are poor becauſe they are 
bunglers. 
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Is it not pleaſant enough to hear our authors ery- 
-ing out on the one hand, as if their perſons and cha- 
racters were too ſacred for ſatire; and the public ob- 
jecting on the other, that they we too mean even 

for ridicule ? But whether Bread or Fame be their 
end, it muſt be allowed our Author, by. and in this 
Poem, has mercifully given them a little of both. 
There are two or three who, by their rank and 
fortune, have no benefit from the former objections, 
ſuppoſing them good; and theſe I was ſorry to ſee in 
ſuch company: but if, without any provocation, two 
or three Gentlemen will fall upon one, in an af- 
fair wherein his intereſt and reputation are equally 
embarked ; they cannot certainly, after they have 
been content to print. themſelves his enemies, com- 
plain of being put into the number of them. 

Others, I am told, pretend to have been once his 

Friends. Surely they are their enemies who ſay fo, 
fincenothing can be more odious than totreat a friend 
as they have. done. But of this I cannot perſuad: 
myſelf, when I conſider the conſtant and eternal 
. averſion of all bad writers to a good one. 

Such as claim a merit from being his Admirers, I 
would gladly aſk, if it lays him under a perſonal ob- 
ligation ? At that rate he would be the moſt obliged 
humble ſervant in the world. I dare ſwear for theſe 
in particular, he never deſired them to be his ad- 

mirers, nor promiſed in return to be theirs ; That 
had truly been a ſign he was of their acquaintance; 
but would not the malicious world have ſuſpecte 
ſuch an Approbation of ſome motive worſe than ig 
norance, in the Author of the Eſſay on Criticiſm! 
Be it as it will, the reaſons of their Admiration and 
of his Contempt are equally ſubliſting, for his work: 
and theirs are the very ſame that they were. 
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- One, therefore, of their aſſertions I believe may be. 
- tue, That he has a contempt for their writings.” 
— And there is another, which would probably be ſooner 
n allowed by himſelf than by any good judge beſide, 
r « That his own have found too much ſucceſs with 
s © the public.” But as it cannot conſiſt with his mo- 
deſty to claim this as a juſtice, it lyes not on him, 
d but entirely on the public, to defend its own judg- 
, ment. 
There remains what in my opinion might ſeem 
0 2 better plea for theſe- people than any. they have 


— made uſe of. If Obſcurity or Poverty were to exempt 
y a man from ſatire, much more ſhould Folly or Dul-- 
e neſs, which are ſtill more in voluntary; nay, as much 
1- ſo as perſonal Deformity. But even this will not 


help them: Deformity becomes an object of Ridiculc 
18 when a man ſets up for being handſome; and ſo muſt 
, Dulneſs when he ſets up for a Wit. They are not 
d ridiculed becauſe Ridicule in itſelf is, or ought to 
: be, a pleaſure; but becauſe it is juſt to undeceive 
al and vindicate the honeſt and unpretending part of 

mankind from impoſition ; becauſe particular intereſt 
[ ought to yield to general, and a great number who 


> are not naturally Fools, ought never to be made ſo, 
d in complaiſance to a few who are. Accordingly we 
ſe tind that, in all ages, all vain pretenders, were they 
l ever ſo poor or ever ſo dull, have been conſtantly the | 
it topics of the moſt candid ſatiriſts, from the Codrus 


of JUVENAL to the Damon of BoiLEAv. 

1 Having mentioned Bo1LEAvU, the greateſt Poet 

2 and moſt judicious Critic of his age and country, ad- 

! mirable for his Talents, and yet perhaps more ad- 

d mirable for his Judgment in the proper application 

c of them; I cannot help remarking the reſemblance. 
2 f 9 
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betwixt him and our Author, in Qualities, Fame, 
and Fortune; in the diſtinctions ſhewn them by 
their Superiors, in the general eſteem of their Equals, 
and in their extended reputation amongſt Foreigners; 
in the latter of which ours has met with the better 
Tate, as he has had for his Tranſlators perſons of the 
moſt eminent rank and abilities in their reſpeCtive 
nations *, But the reſemblance holds in nothing 
more, than in their being equally abuſed by the ig- 
norant pretenders to Poetry of their times; of which 
not the leaſt memory will remain but in their own 
Writings, and in the Notes made upon them. What 
BoiLEaAv has done in almoſt all his Poems, our Au- 
thor has only in this: I dare anſwer for him he will 
do it inno more; and on this principle, of attacking 
few but who had flandered' him, he could not have 
done it at all, had he been confined from cenſuring 
obſcure and werthleſs perſons, for ſcarce any other 
were his enemies. However, as the parity is ſo re- 
markable, I hope it will continue to the laſt; and if 
ever he ſhould give us an edition of this Poem him- 
ſelf, I may ſee tome of them treated as gently, on 
their repentance or better merit, as Perrault and 
Quinault were at laſt by BO ILB Au. 


NoTE. 

* Eſſay on Criticiſm in French verſe, by General Hamil- 
ton; the ſame, in verſe alſo, by Monſieur Roboton, coun- 
ſellor and privy ſecretary to King George I, after by the 
Abbe Reynel, in verſe, with notes. Rape of the Lock, ia 
French, by the princeſs of Conti, Paris, 1728, and in Italian 
verſe, by the Abbe Conti, a noble Venetian; and by the 
Marquis Rangoni, envoy extraordinary from Modena to 
King George II, Others of his works by Salvini of Flo- 
rence, &c, His Eflays and Diſſertations on Homer, ſeveral 
tinies tranſlated into French. Eflay on Man, by the Abbe 
Reynel, in verſe; by Monſieur Silhouet, in proſe, 1737, and 
fince by others in French, Italian, and Latin. 
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In one point I muſt be allowed to think the cha- 
racter of our Engliſh Poet the more amiable. He 
has not been a follower of Fortune or Succeſs; he has 
lived with the Great without flattery ; been a friend 
to Men in power, without penſions, from whom, as 
he aſked, ſo he received no favour, but what was 
done him in his Friends. As his Satires were the 
more juſt for being delayed, fo were his Panegyrics; 
beſtowed only on ſuch perſons as he had familiarly 
known, only for ſuch virtues as he had long obſerved 
in them, and only at ſuch times as others ceaſe to 
praiſe, if not begin to calumniate them, I mean when 
out of power, or out of faſhion . A ſatire, there- 
fore, on writers ſo notorious for the contrary practice, 
became no man ſo well as himſelf; as none, it 1s 
plain, was ſo little in their friendſhips, or ſo much 
in that of thoſe whom they had moſt abuſed, namely 
the Greateſt and Beſt of all Parties, Let me add a 
further reaſon, that, though engaged in their Friend- 
ſhips, he never eſpouſed their Animoſities; and can 
almoſt ſingly challenge this honour, not to have 
written a line of any man, which, through Guilt, 
through Shame, or through Fear, through variety of 
Fortune, or change of Intereſts, he was ever unwil- 
ling to own. 

I ſhall conclude with remarking what a pleaſure 
it muſt be to every reader of Humanity, to ſee all 


NoTE. 


* As Mr Wycherley, at the time the town declaimed 
againſt his book of Poems; Mr Walſh, after his death; Sir 
William Trumbal, when he had reſigned the office of ſecre- 
tary of ſtate; Lord Bolingbroke, at his leaving England, 
after the Queen's death ; Lord Oxford in his laſt decline of 
life ; Mr Secretary Craggs, at the end of the South-Sea year, 
and after his death: others only in epitaphs, 


U 3. 


— — — 


—_ A LETTER, &. 


along, that our Author, in his very laughter, is not 
indulging his own ill nature, but only puniſhing that 
of others. As to his Pocm, thoſe alone are capable 
of doing it juſtice who, to uſe the. words of a great 
writer, know how hard it is (with regard both to 
bis ſubject and his manner) vETusTISs DARE 
NOVITATEM, OBSOLETIS NITOREN, QBSCURIS 
LUCEM, FASTIDITIS GRATIAM. I am 


Your moſt humble Servant, . 
St 5 
Dec. __ 


WILLIAM CLELAND. 


Nor x. 

* This gentleman was of Scotland, and bred at the Uni- 
verſity of Utrecht, with the Earl of Marr. He ſerved in 
Spain under Earl Rivers. After the peace, he was made 
one of the commiſſioners of the cuſtoms, in Scotland, and 
then of taxes in England; in which, having ſhewn himſelf 
for twenty years diligent, punctual, and incorruptible, (tho? 
without any other aſſiſtance of Fortune) he was ſuddenly 
diſplaced by the miniſter, i in the ſixty-cighth year of his age, 
and died two months after, in 1741. He was a perſon "of 
univerſal learning, and an enlarged converſation ; no man 
had a warmer heart for his friend, or a ſincerer attackment 
in the conſtitution % his country. 
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Cannot but think it the moſt reaſonable thing in 

the world, to diſtinguiſh good writers, by diſcou- 
raging the bad: nor is it an ill- natured thing, in re- 
lation even to the very perſons upon whom the re- 
fections are made. It is true, it may deprive them 
a little the ſooner of a ſbort profit and a tranſitory re- 
pulation; but then it may have a good effect, and 
oblige them (before it be too late) to decline that 
for which they are fo very unfit, and to have recourſe 
to ſomething in which they may be more ſucceſsful. 


CHARACTER of Mr P. 1716. * 

The Perſons whom Boileau has attacked in his 

writing, have been for the moſt part Authors, and 

moſt of thoſe Authors, Poets and the cenſures he 

bath paſſed upon them have becn confirmed by all 
Europe. 


GILDON, Pref. to his NEW REHEARSAL. 


It is the common cry of the Poetaſters of the town, 
and their fautors, that it is an ill- natured thing to ex- 
pole the Pretenders to wit and poetry. The Judges 
and Magiſtrates may with full as good reaſon be re- 
proach'd with Il. nature for putting the Laws in ex- 
ecution againſt a Thief or Impoſtor.— The ſame will 
hold in the republic of Letters, if the Critics and 
Judges will let every ignorant pretender to ſcribbling 
paſs on the World. 


[ 238 ] 
TH=foOBALD, Letter to Miſt, June 22, 1928; 


Attacks may be levelled, either againſt Failuy 


in Genius, or againſt the Preienſions of writing withut 
one. 


Cox cAN EN, Ded. to the Author of the Du x c i459, 


A Satire upon Drlneſs is a thing that has been 
uſed and allowed in all Ages. 


Out of thine. own Mouth. will 1 judge thee, vici 
Scribbler / | 


T 
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Our POET and his WORKS. 


M. SCRIBLERUS Lectori 8. 


EF ORE ve preſent thee with our cxercitations 

on this moſt delectable Poem (drawn from the 
many volumes of our Adverſaria on modern Authors) 
we ſhall here, according to the laudable uſage of 
editors, collect the various judgments of the Learned 
concerning our Poet: Various indeed, not only of 
different authors, but of the ſame author at different 
ſeaſons. Nor ſhall we gather only the Teſtimonies 
of ſuch eminent Wits, as would of courſe deſcend to 
poſterity, and conſequently be read without our col- 
lection; but we ſhall likewiſe with incredible labour 
ſeck out for divers others, which, but for this our 
diligence, could never at the diſtance of a few months 
appear to the eye of the moſt curious. Hereby thou 
mayſt not only receive the delectation of Variety, 
but alſo arrive at a more certain judgment, by a 
grave and eircumſpect compariſon of the witneſſes 
with each other, or of cach with himſelf. Hence 
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alſo thou wilt be enabled to draw reflections, ng 


only of a critical, but a moral nature, by being le > 
into many particulars of the perſon as well as il , 
nius, and of the fortune as well as merit of our Au- E 
thor: in which if I relate ſome things of little con- 


cern peradventure to thee, and ſome of as little eve 
to him, I entreat thee to conſider how minutely a: 
true critics and commentators are wont to inſiſt u-. 
on ſuch, and how material they ſeem to themſelves, Ml + 
if to none other. Forgive me, gentle reader, if (,, 
lowing learned example) I ever and anon become t. 
dious: allow me to take the fame pains to find whe WM , 
ther my Author were good or bad, well or ill-natu - 


red, modeſt or arrogant ; as another, whether hi . 
author was fair or brown, ſhort or tall, or whetha . 
he wore a coat or a caſſock. 


We propoſcd to begin with his Life, Parentage, W ; 
and Education: but as to theſe, even his contempo- 
raries do exceedingly differ. One faith *, he was edu · WM | 
cated at home; another f, that he was bred at 8 
Omer's, by Jeſuits; a third g, not at St Omer's, but 
at Oxford; a fourth |}, that he had no univerſity edu- 
cation at all. Thoſe who allow him to be bred at 
home, differ as much concerning his tutor: one 
faith $, he was kept by his father on purpoſe; a ſe- Ml 
cond “, that he was an itinerant prieſt; a third +, MF 
that he was a parſon: one it calleth him a ſecular 
clergyman of the Church of Rome; another |||, 4 


NoTEs, 

* Giles Jacob's Lives of the Poets, vol. ii, in his life, 
T Dennis's reflections on the Eſſay on Criticiſm, f Dunciad 
diffected, p. 4. || Guardian, No. 40. $ Jacob's Lives, &c. 
vol. ii. * Dunciad diſſected, p. 4. f Farmer P. and his 
ſon. tt Dunciad diſſected. Characters of the times, 
P-. 45 | 


- 
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monk. As little do they agree about his father, 
whom one ſuppoſeth, like the father of Hehod, a 
tradeſman or merchant ; another , a huſbandman ; 
another 4, a hatter, Cc. Nor has an author been 
wanting to give our Poet ſuch a father as Apuleius 
hath to Plaro, Jamblichus to Pythagoras, and divers 
to Homer, namely a dæmon: for thus Mr Gildon |] : 
Certain it is, that his original is not from Adam, 
but the devil; and that he wanteth nothing but 
« horns and tail to be the exact reſemblance of his 
« infernal father.” Finding, therefore, ſuch contra- 
riety of opinions, and (whatever be ours of this fort 
of generation) not being fond to enter into contro- 
verſy, we ſhall defer writing the life of our Poet, till 
authors can determine among themſclves what pa- 
rents or education he had, or whether he had any 
education or parents at all. | 

Procced we to what is more certain, his Works? 
though not leſs uncertain the judgments concerning 
them; beginning with his ESSAY ON CRITICISM, 
of which hear firſt the moſt ancient of critics, 

Mr JonNn DENNIs. 

« His precepts are falſe or trivial, or both; his 
thoughts are crude and xbortive, his expreſſions 
* abſurd, his numbers harſh and unmuſical, his 
* rhymes trivial and common ;—inſtead of majeſty, 


NoTEs. 

* Female Dunciad, p. ult. , Dunciad diſſected. t Roome, 
paraphraſe on the 4th of Geneſis, printed 1729, Character 
of Mr P. and his writings, in a letter to a friend, printed 
for S. Popping, 1716, p. 10. Curl, in his key to the Dunciad, 
(firſt edit. (aid to be printed for A. Dodd) in the 1oth page. 
declared Gildon to be author of that libel; though in the 
ſubſequent editions of his key he left out this aſſertion, and 
affirmed (in the Curliad, p. 4. and 8.) that it was written 
ty Dennis only, 
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242 ernennen 

% we have ſomething that is very mean; inſtead qt 
« gravity, ſomething that is very boyiſh ; and in- 
« ſtead of perſpicuity and lucid order, we have but 


too often obſcurity and confuſion.” And in ano- 


ther place: What rare numbers are bere ! Would 
« not one ſwear that this youngſter had eſpouſed 
« ſome antiquated Muſe, who had ſued out a d- 
& vorce from ſome ſuperannuated ſinner, upon ac- 
count of impotence, and who, being poxed by the 
former ſpouſe, has got the gout in her decrepid 
« age, which makes her hohle ſo damna' ly *,” 

No leſs peremptory is the cenſure of our hypercti- 


tical hiſtorian 
Mr OLDMIXON. 


I dare not fay any thing of the Eſſay on Criti- 
« ciſm in verſe; but if any more curious reader has 
-« diſcovered in it ſomething neu which is not in 
* Dryden's Prefaces, Dedications, and his Eſſay on 
Dramatic Poetry, not to mention the French eri- 
« tics, I ſhould be very glad to have the benefit of 
the diſcovery +.” 
He is followed (as in fame, fo in judgment) by the 
modeſt and fimple- minded 
Mr L᷑rONA RAD WELSTED, 
Who, out of great reſpect to our Poet not naming 


KA 


him, doth yet glance at bis Eſſay, together with the 


Duke of Buckingham's, and the Criticiſms of Dry- 


.den, and of Horace, which he mote openly taxeth j: 


As to the numerous treatiſes, eſſays, arts, C. 


NoTES. 
Reflections eritical and ſatirical, on a rhapſody called, 
An Eſſay on Criticiſm, printed for Bernard Lintot, octavo. 
f Hay on Criticiſm in proſe, octavo, 1728, by 2 author 
of the Critical Riſtory of England. 
t Preface to his Poems, p. 18, 63s 


FF” AV THOKES 242 


© both in verſe and proſe, that have been written 
« by the moderns on this ground-work, they do but 
ad of WM © hackrey the ſame thoughts over again, making them 
d in- © ſtill more rite. Moſt of their pieces are nothing 
» but WY © but a pert, infipid heap. of common place. I 
ano- © has even in his Art of Poetry thrown out ſevera 
ould MW © things which plainly ſhew, he thought an Art of 
uſe Poetry was of no wſc, even while he was wri- 
d © tiag one.“ 


ac- To all which great authorities we can only op- 
the poſe that of | 
pid Mr ADD1s0N. 


The Art of Criticiſm (faith he) which was pu- 

« bliſhed ſome months ſince, is a maſterpiece in its 
« kind. The obſervations follow one another like 
* thoſe in Horace's Art of Poetry, without that me- 
* thodical regularity which would. have been requi- 
« ſite in a proſe writer, They are ſome of them 
« uncommon, but ſuch as the reader mult aſſent to, 
«© when he ſees them explained with that eaſe and 
« perſpicuity in which they are delivered. As for- 
of W © thoſe which are the mo? kiown and the moſt recei- 
* ved, they are placed in fo beautiful a light, and il- 

he uſtrated with ſuch apt alluſions, that they have 
in them all the graces of novelty, and make the 
reader, who was before acquainted with them, ſtill 
more convinced of their truth and folidity. And 

0 here give me leave to mention what Monſ. Boi- 
. * leau has ſo well enlarged upon in the preface to 
: * his works; that wit and fine writing doth not 
* conſiſt ſo much in advancing things that are new, 

as in giving things that are known an agreeabl- 


NoTE. 
* Spectator, No. 253. 
X 2 
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turn. It is unpoſſible for us who live in the lat. 
*« ter ages of the world to make obſervations in cti. 
* ticiſm, morality, or any art or ſcience, which haye 
not been touched upon by others; we have little 
* elſe left us but to repreſent the common ſenſe of 
* mankind in more ſtrong, more beautiful, or more 
« uncommon lights. If a reader examines Horace's 
« Art of Poctry, he will find Þut few precepts in it 
* which he may net meet with in Ariſtotle, and 
© which were not commonly known by all the poets 
„of the Auguſtan age. His way of expreſſing and 
« applying them, not his invention of 88 is what 
66- wie are chiefly to admire, 

« Longinus, in his Reſlexions, has given us the ſame 
« Kind of ſublime, which he obſerves in the ſeveral 
« paſſages that occafioned them : I cannot but take 
« notice that opr Engliſh author has, after the ſame 
« manner, exemplified ſeveral of the precepts in the 
very precepts themſelves.” He then produces ſome 
inſtances of a particular beauty in the numbers, and 
concludes with ſaying, that © there are three poems 
jn our tongue of the ſame nature, and each a ma- 
« ſterpiece in its kind; the Eſſay on Tranſlated 
« Verſe; the Eſſay on the Art of Poetry; and the 
* Edlay on Criticiſm,” 

Of WinDsoR FoREsST, poſitive is the judgment 
of the affirmative 

Mr JoHN DENNIS. 

« That it is a wretched rhapſody, impudently 
« writ in emulation of the Cooper's Hill of Sir John 
„% Denham: the author of it is obſcure, is ambigu- 
* ous, is affected, is temerarious, is barbarous f.“ 


Nor E. 
Letter to B. B. at the end of the remarks on Pope's 
Romer, 1717, Þ Printed 1728, p. 12. 
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But the author of the Diſpenſary, 
Dr GAR TE, 
in the preface to his poem of Claremont, differs from 
this opinion : * Thoſe who have ſeen thoſe two ex- 
« cellent poems of Cooper's Hill, and Windſor Fo- 
« reſt, the one written by Sir John Denham, the 
other by Mr Pope, will ſhew a great deal of can- 
« daur if they approve of this.“ 
Of the Epiſtle of ELOis A, we are told by the obs 
ſcure writer of a poem called Sauney, That becauſe 


« Prior's Henry and Emma charmed the fineſt taſtes, 


« our author writ his Eloiſe in opprſition to it ; but 
forgot innocence and virtue: if you take away 
« her tender thoughts, and her fierce defires, all the 
« reſt is of no value.” In which, methinks, his 
judgment reſembleth that of a French tailor on a 
villa and gardens by the Thames: All this is ve- 


« ry fine; but take away the river, and it is good 


for nothing.” 
But very contrary hereunto was the opinion of 


Mr PRIOR 

himſelf, ſaying in his Alma *, 

O Abelard ! ill fated youth, 

Thy tale will juſtify this truth : 

But well I weet, thy cruel wrong 

Adorns a nobler poet's ſong : 

Dan Pope, for thy misfortune griev'd, 

With kind concern and {kill has weay'd 

A ſilken web ; and ne'er ſhall fade 

Its colours: gently has he laid 

The mantle o'er thy ſad diſtreſs, 

And Venus ſhall the texture bleſs, &c, 


NOTE. 
* Alma, Cant. 2. 


X 3 


12 Pi, 


246 TESTIMONIES 


Come we now to his tranſlation of the IC 14 b, ce. 
lebrated by numerous pens ; yct ſhall it ſuffice to 
mention the indefatigable 

| Sir RICHARD BLACKMORE, Kt. 
Who (though otherwiſe a ſevere cenſurer of our Au- 
thor) yet ſtyleth this a “ laudable tranſlation 4,” 
That ready writer 
Mr OLDM1zxoON, 
in his fore-mentioned Eſſay, frequently commend; 
the ſame, And the painful 
Mr LEWIS THEOBALD 

thus extols it ft: The ſpirit of Homer breathes all 
through this tranſlation.— I am in doubt whe- 
ther I ſhould moſt admire the juſtneſs of the ori- 
« ginal, or the force and beauty of the language, 
or the ſounding variety of the numbers; but when 
« I find all theſe meet, it puts me in mind of what 
the poet ſays of one of his heroes, That he alone 
« raiſed and flung with eaſe a weighty ſtone, that 
* two common men could not lift from the ground; 
« juſt ſo, one ſingle perſon has performed in this 
« tranſlation, what I once deſpaired to have ſeen 
« done by the force of ſeveral maſterly hands.” In- 
deed the ſame gentleman appears to have changed 
his ſentiment in his Eſſay on the Art of ſinking in 
Reputation, (printed in Miſt's Journal, March zo, 
1728.) where he ſays thus: © In order to fink in 
«© reputation, let him take it into his head to de- 
*« ſcend into Homer, (let the world wonder, as it 
«*« will, how the devil he got there), and pretend to 
do him into Engliſh, ſo his verſion denote his ne- 


NoTES. 
+ In his Eſſays, vol. I. printed for E. Curl. 
1 Cenſor, vol. II. n. 33. 
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& olet of the manner how.” Strange variation! 
We are told in | 
MisT's JoURNAL, June 8. 
© That this tranſlation of the Iliad was not in all 
« reſpects conformable to the fine taſte of his friend 
Mr Addiſon ; inſomuch that he employed a younger 
« Myſe, in an undertaking of this kind, which he 
„ ſuperviſed himſelf.” Whether Mr Addiſon did 
find it conformable to his taſte or not, beſt appears 
from his own teſtimony the year following its publi- 
cation, in theſe words: . 
Mr ADD1sSON, FREEHOLDER' No. 40. 

% When I conſider myſelf as a Britiſh frecholder, 
J am in a particular manner pleaſed with the la- 
* bours of thoſe who have improved our language 
« with the tranſlations of old Greek and Latin au- 
thors. We have already moſt of their hiſtorians 
in our own tongue, and, what is more for the ho- 
* nour of our language, it has been taught to ex- 
« preſs with elegance the greateſt of their poets in 
each nation. The illiterate among our own coun- 
trymen may learn to judge from Dryden's Virgil 
« of the moſt. perfect epic performance; and thoſe 
parts of Homer which have been publiſhed al- 
* ready by Mr Pope, give us reaſon to think that 
* the Iliad will appear in Engliſh with as little diſ- 
advantage to that immortal poem.“ 

As to the reſt, there is a flight miſtake; for this 
ung er muſe was an elder : nor was the gentleman 


(who is a friend of our Author) employed by Mr 


Addiſon to tranſlate it after him, ſince he faith him- 
{elf that he did it before. . Contrariwiſe, that Mr 
NoTE. 


vide preface to Mr Tickel's tranflation of the firſt book 
df the Iliad, 4to, 
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Addiſon engaged our Author in this work, appear- 
eth by declaration thereof in the preface to the lliad, 
printed ſome time before his death, and by his own 
letters of October 26, and November 2, 1713, where 
he declares it is his opinion, that no other perſon 
was equal to it. 

Next comes his Shakeſpeare on the ſtage: “ Let 
* kim” (quoth one, whom I take to be 

Mr THE oBALD, Miſt's Journal, June 8, 1728.) 
te publiſh ſuch an author as he has leaſt ſtudied, 
ce and forget to diſcharge even the dull duty of an 
« editor. In this project let him lend the bookſcl 
< ler his name (for a competent ſum of money) to 
* promote the credit of an exorbitant ſubſcription,” 
Gentle reader, be pleafed to caſt thine eye on the 
Propoſal below quoted, and on what follows (ſome 
months after the former aſſertion) in the ſame Jour- 
naliſt of June 8: The bookſeller propoſed the book 
„by ſubſcription, and raiſed ſome thouſands of 
« pounds for the ſame: I believe the gentleman did 
„ not ſhare in the proſits of this extravagant ſul» 
« ſcription.” 

„% After the Thad, he undertook (faith 
| Mis T's JOURNAL, June 8, 1728.) 

« the ſequel of that work, the Odyſſey; and having 
ſecured the ſucceſs by a numerous ſubſcription, 
« he employed ſome underlings to perform what, ac- 
„ cording to his propoſals, ſhould come from bis 
„% own hands.” To which heavy charge we can in 
truth oppoſe nothing but the words of 

Mr Porz's PRoPosAL for the OD ss Ex, 
(printed by J. Watts, Jan. 10. 1724.) 
I take this occaſion to declare, that the ſubſcrip- 
tion for Shakeſpeare belongs wholly to Mr Tonſon 


r 24% 


« And that the benefit of this Propoſal is not ſolely 
« for my own uſe, but for that of two of my friends, 
« who have aſſi/ied me in this work.” But theſe very 
gentlemen are extolled above our Poet himſelf in. 
another of Miſt's Journals, March 3o, 1128, ſaying, 
« That he would not adviſe Mr Pope to try the ex- 
« periment again of getting a great part of a book 
done by aſliſtants, leſt thoſe extraneous parts 
« thould unhappily aſcend to the ſublime, and re- 
« tard the declenſion of the whole.” Behold! theſe 
Underlings are become good writers! 

If any ſay, that before the ſaid Propoſals were 
pꝛiated, the ſubſcription was begun without decla- 
ration of ſuch aſſiſtance; verily thoſe who ſet it on. 
foot, or (as their term is) ſecured it, to wit, the right 
me honourable the Lord Viſcount Haz covkrT, were he 
ur- living, would teſtify, and the right honourable the 
ok Lord BATHURST, now living, doth teſtify, the ſame 
of is a falſchood. 

lid Sorry I am, that perſons profeſſing to be learned, 

ib» WH or of whatever rank of authors, ſhould either falſely 

tax, or be falſely taxed. ' Yet let us, who are only 

reporters, be impartial in our citations, and proceed. 
M1sT's JOURNAL, June 8. 1728. 

ng „Mr Addiſon raiſed this author from obſcurity, 


n, obtained him the acquaintance and friendſhip of 
F- © the whole body of our nobility, and transferred his 
is powerful intereſts with thoſe great men to this 


in “ riſing bard, who frequently levied by that means 
* unufual contributions on the public.” Which ſure- 
ly cannot be, if, as the author of The Dunciad dif- 
ſected reporteth, Mr Wycherley had before © intro- 
p- WM © duced him into a familiar acquaintance with the 
;; WM © greateft Peers and brigbieſt Wits then living.“ 
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«© No ſooner (faith the ſame Journaliſt) was his 
* body lifeleſs, but this author, reviving his reſent- 
ment, libelled the memory of his departed friend; 
and what was ſtill more heinous, made the ſcandal 
* public.” Grievous the accuſation ! unknown the 
| accuſer! the perſon accuſed no witneſs in his own 
cauſe; the perſon, in whoſe regard accuſed, dead' 
But if there be living any one nobleman whoſe 
friendſhip, yea any one gentleman whoſe ſubſcrip- 
tion Mr Addiſon procured to our Author, let him 
ſtand forth, that truth may appear! Amicus Plats 
amicus Socrates, ſed magis amica veriias, In verity, the 
whole ſtory of the libel is a lie; witneſs thoſe perſons 
of integrity who, ſeveral years before Mr Addiſon; 
deceate, did ſce and approve of the ſaid verſes, in 
no wile a libel, but a friendly rebuke ſcut privately 
in our Author's own hand to Mr Addiſon himſelf, 
and never made public, till after their own Journals, 
and Curl had printed the ſame. One name alone, 
which I am here authoriſed to declare, will ſufficient- 
ly cvince this truth, that of the right Honourable 
the Earl of BURLINGTON, 

Next he is taxed with a crime (in the opinion of 
ſome authors, I doubt, more heinous than any in 
morality) to wit, Plagiariſm, from the inventive and 
quaint-conceited 

JaMEs-MooRE SMITH, Gent. 

Upon rgading the third volume of Pope's Mil- 
« cellanies, I found five lines which I thought es- 
* cellent: and happening to praiſe them, a gentle: 
man produced a modern comedy (the Rival Modes) 


NoTE. 
Daily Journal, March 18, 1728. 
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© publiſhed laſt year, where were the ſame verſes to 
« a title. 

« Theſe gentlemen are undoubtedly the firſt pla- 
« giaries, that pretend to make a reputation by 
« ſtealing from a man's works in his own life-time, 
« and out of a public print.” Let us join to this 
what is written by the author of the Rival Modes, 
the ſaid Mr James-Moore Smith, in a letter to our 
Author himſelf, who had informed him a month 
before that play was acted, Jan. 27. 1726-7, that 
« Theſe verſes, which he had before given him leave 
« to inſert in it, would be known for his, ſome copies 
in being got abroad. He deſires, nevertheleſs, that 
ly WM © fince the lines had been read in his comedy to 
elf, WM © ſeverals, Mr P. would not deprive it of them,” &c. 
als, WJ Surcly, if we add the teſtimonies of the Lord Bo- 
ne, WW L1NGBROKE, of the Lady to whom the ſaid verſes 
nt- WF were originally addreſſed, of Hugh Bethel, Eſq; and 
ble MW others, who knew them as our Author's, long be- 

fore the ſaid gentleman compoſed his play, it is 
of MW hoped the ingenuous, that affect not error, will rec- 
in MW tify their opinion by We GOT of ſo honourable 
nd MI perſonages. 

And yet followeth another chang inſinuating no 

leſs than his enmity both to Church and State, which 
lil. could come from no other informer than the faid 
ex» Mr JAMEs-MooR Es SMITH. 
le- « The Memoirs of a Pariſh Clerk was a very 
dull and unjuſt abuſe of a perſon who wrote in 
* defence of our Religion and Conſtitution, and who 
has been dead many years.” This ſeemeth alſo 
moſt untrue; it being known to divers that theſe 


Nor E. 
* Daily Journal, April 3. 1728. 
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Memoirs were written at the ſeat of the Lord H 
court in Oxfordſhire, before that excellent perſa 
(Biſhop Burnet's) death, and many years before th 
appearance of that hiſtory, of which they are pre 
tended to be an abuſe, Moſt true it is, that Mr Moore 
had ſuch a deſign, and was himſelf the man wh; 
preſſed Dr Arbuthnot and Mr Pope to aſſiſt hin 
therein; and that he borrowed thoſe Memoirs of 0 
Author, when that hiſtory came forth, with intent 
to turn them to ſuch abuſe; but being able to 
tain from our Author but one ſingle hint, and eitle 
changing his mind, or having more mind than ab 
lity, contented himſelf to keep the ſaid Memoirs, and 
read them as his own to all his acquaintance. 4 
noble perſon there is, into whoſe company Mr Poy 
once chanced to introduce him, who well remen- 
bereth the converſation of Mr Moore to be turnel 
upon the © Contempt he had for the work of that 
„ reverend prelate, and how full he was of a deſign 
he declared himſelf to have of expoſing it.” This 
noble perſon is the Earl of P&sTERBOROUGH, 
Here in truth ſhould we crave pardon of all th: 
foreſaid right honourable and worthy perſonages, fot 
having mentioned them in the ſame page with ſuch 
weekly riſſ- raff railers and rhymers, but that we hal 
their ever-honoured commands for the ſame; and 
that they are introduced not as witneſſes in the con 


ed; not to diſpute, but to decide. 
Certain it is, that dividing our writers into rw 
claſſes, of ſuch who were acquaintance, and of ſud 
who were ſtrangers to our Author; the former att 
thoſe who ſpeak well, and the other thoſe who ſpeal 
evil of him. Of the firſt claſs, the moſt noble 


2 
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Jog Duke of BUCKINGHAM 

ſums up his character in theſe lines : 

« And yet ſo wond'rous, ſo ſublime a thing, 

« As the great Iliad, ſcarce could make me ſing, 

« Unlefs I juſtly could at once commend 

« A good companion, and as firm a friend - 

„One moral, or a mere welknatur'd deed, 

Can all deſert in ſciences exceed.“ 


So alſo is he decyphered by the honourable 
S1MON HARcOURT. 


«© f Say, wondrous youth, what column wilt thou chufe, 
« What laurel'd arch for thy triumphant mui ? 

4 Tho” each great ancient court thee to his ſhri ne, 

« Tho? ev'ry laurel thro” the dome be thine, 

„Go to the good and ju/t, an awful train! g 

« Thy ſoul's delight——— 


Recorded in like manner for his virtuous diſpoſition, 
and gentle bearing, by the ingenious 
Mr WALTER HART, 
in this apoſtrophe : 
« O, ever worthy, ever crown'd with praiſe! 
% Bleſt in thy life, and bleſt in all thy lays, 
4 Add, that the Siſters ev'ry thought retine, 
« And ev'n thy life be faultleſs as thy line, 
% Yet envy ſtill with fiercer rage purſaes, 
«« Obſcures the virtue, and defames the muſe, 
&« A ſoul like thine, in pain, in grief, reſign'd. 
« Yiews with juſt ſcorn the malice of mankind,” 
The witty and moral ſatiriſt 
Dr EDWARD YOUNG, 
wiſhing ſome check to the corruption and evil man- 
ners of the times, calleth out upon our Poet to un- 


dertake a taſk ſo worthy of his virtue: 


| NoTEs. 
* Verſes to Mr P. on his tranſlation of Homer, 
Poem prefixed to his works, 
In his poems, printed for B. Lintot, 


VoL. III. * 
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« * Why flambers Pope, who leads the Muſe's train, 
Nor hears that Virtue, which he loves, complain? 


Mr MALLET, 
in his Epiſtle on Verbal Criticiſm : 
* Whoſe life, ſeverely ſcan'd, tranſcends his lays ; 
«+ For wit ſupreme is but his ſecond praiſe.“ 
Mr HAMMOND, 
that delicate and correct imitator of Tibullus, in 
his Love Elegies, Elegy =iv. 
Now, fir'd by Pope and Virtue, leave the age, 
In low purſuit of ſelf-undoing wrong, 
« And trace the author thro' his moral page, 
*« Whoſe blameleſs life {till anſwers to his ſong.” 
Mr THoMsSON, 


in his elegant and philoſophical poem of the Seaſons: 
«© Altho' not ſweeter his own Homer ſings, 
% Yet is his Jife the more endearing ſong.”” 


To the ſame tune alſo fingeth that learned clerk of 
Suffolk, 
Mr WILLIAM BROOME. 
«« + Thus, nobly riſing in fair Virtue's cauſe, 
From thy own life tranſcribe th' unnerring laws,” 


And, - to. cloſe all, hear. the reverend Dean of St Pa- 
.trick's : 

«© A ſoul with ev'ry virtue fraught, 

4% By patriots, prieſts, and poets taught; 

«« Whoſe filial piety excells 

„Whatever Grecian tory tells, 

A genius for each bus*neſs fit, 

% Whoſe meaneſt talent is his wit.“ &c. 


Let us now recreate thee by turning to the other 
ſide, and ſhewing his Character drawn by thoſe with 
whom he never converſed, and whole countenances 
he could not know, though turned againſt him: Firſt 
again commencing with the high voiced and never 
enough quoted 


Nor Es. 


* Univerſal Paſſion, Sat. i. 
+ In his poems, and at the end of the Odyſſey, 
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Mr Join DENNIsS, 
Who, in his Reflections on the Eſſay on Criticiſm, 
thus deſcribeth him: A little affected hypocrite, 
+ who has nothing in his mouth but candour, truth 
« friendſhip, good-nature, humanity, and magnani- 
« mity. He is ſo great a lover of falſhood, that, 
« whenever he has a mind to calumniate his cotem- 
« poraries, he brands them with ſome defect which 
« is juſt contrary to ſome good quality for which all 
their friends and acqaintance commend them. He 
* ſeems to have a particular pique to People of qua- 
* lity, and authors of that rank.—He muſt derive his 
religion from St. Omer's.”—But in the character 
of Mr P. and his writings, (printed by S. Popping, 
1716) he faith, © Though he is a profeſſor of the 
« worſt religion, yet he laugbs at it ; but that 
* nevertheleſs, he is a virulent Papiſi; and yet a Pillar 
* for the Church of England.” 
Of both which opinions 
Mr. Lewis THEOBALD 

ſcems alſo to be; declaring, in Miſt's Journal of June 
22,1918, „That, if he is not ſhrewdly abuſed, he 
made it his practice to cackle to both farties in 
„their own ſentiments.” But as to his pique againſt 
People of Quality, the ſame Journaliſt doth not agree, 
but faith, (May 8, 1728.) He“ had, by ſome means 
or other, the acquaintance and friendſhip of the whole 
* body of our nobility.” 

However contradictory this may appear, Mr Den- 
nis and Gildon, in the character laſt cited, make it all 
plain, by affuring us, That he is a creature that 
rxeconciles all contradictions ; he is a beaſt, and a 
man; a Whig, and a Tory; a writer (at one 
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TH Why flambers Pope, who leads the Muſe's train, 
Nor hears that Virtue, which he loves, complain? 


Mr MALLET, 
in his Epiſtle on Verbal Criticiſm : 
«* Whoſe life, ſeverely ſcan'd, tranſcends his lays ; 
For wit ſupreme is but his ſecond praiſe,” 
Mr HAMMOND, 
that delicate and correct imitator of Tibullus, in 
his Love Elegies, Elegy ziv. 
«« Now, fir d by Pope and Virtue, leave the age, 
In low purſuit of ſelf-undoing wrong, 
« And trace the author thro' his moral page, 
«« Whoſe blameleſs life {till anſwers to his ſong.“ 
Mr THoMsSON, 
in his elegant and philoſophical poem of the Seaſons: 


«© Altho' not ſweeter his own Homer ſings, 
« Yet is his life the more endearing ſong.“ 


To the ſame tune alſo ſingeth that learned clerk of 


Suffolk, |; 
Mr W1LLIAM BROOME, 

«« Thus, nobly riſing in fair Virtue's cauſe, 

From thy own life tranſcribe th* unnerring laws.” 
And, - to. cloſe all, hear. the reverend Dean of St Pa- 
.trick's : 

« A ſoul with ev'ry virtue franght, 

«« By patriots, prieſts, and poets taught; 

«« Whoſe filial piety excells 

„Whatever Grecian tory tells. 

« A genius for each bus*neſs fit, 

% Whoſe meaneſt talent is his wit.“ &c. 

Let us now recreate thee by turning to the other 
ſide, and ſhewing his Character drawn by thoſe with 
whom he never converſed, and whole countenances 
he could not know, though turned againſt him: Firſt 
again commencing with the _ voiced and never 


enough quoted 


NoTEs. 


* Univerſal Paſſion, Sat. i. 
+ In his poems, and at the end of the Odyſſey, 
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Mr Join DENNIsS, 
Who, in his Reflections on the Effay on Criticiſm, 
thus deſcribeth him: A little affected hypocrite, 
+ who has nothing in his mouth but candour, truth 
« friendſhip, good-nature, humanity, and magnani- 
« mity. He is ſo great a lover of falſhood, that, 
« whenever he has a mind to calumniate his cotem- 
« poraries, he brands them with ſome defect which 
« is juſt contrary to ſome good quality for which all 
« their. friends and acqaintance commend them. He 
* ſeems to have a particular pique to People of gua- 
* lity, and authors of that rank. He muſt derive his 
« religion from St. Omer's.”—But in the character 
of Mr P. and his writings, (printed by S. Popping, 
1716) he faith, © Though he is a profeſſor of the 
« worſt religion, yet he laughs at it ; but that 
* nevertheleſs, he is a virulent Papiſi; and yet a Pillar 
* for the Church of England.” 
Of both which opinions 
Mr. Lewis THEOBALD 

ſeems alſo to be; declaring, in Miſt's Journal of June 
22,1918, „That, if he is not ſhrewdly abuſed, he 
made it his practice to cackle to both fartties in 
their own ſentiments.” But as to his pique againſt 
People of Quality, the ſame Journaliſt doth not agree, 
but ſaith, (May 8, 1728.) He“ had, by ſome means 
or other, the acquaintance and friendſnip of the whole 
* body of our nobility.” 

However contradictory this may appear, Mr Den- 
nis and Gildon, in the character laſt cited, make it all 
plain, by affuring us, That he is a creature that 
*« reconciles all contradictions ; he is a beaſt, and a 
man; a Whig, and a Tory; a writer (at one 
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and the ſame time) of * Guardians and Examiners : 
an Aſſerter of liberty, and of the diſpenſing power 
« of Kings; a ſeſuitical profeſſor of truth; a baſe 
and foul pretender to candour.” So that, upon the 
whole account, we muſt conclude him either to have 
been a great hypocrite, or a very honeſt man; a ter- 
rible impoſer upon both parties, or very moderate to 
Either, 

Beit as to the judicious reader ſhall ſeem good. Sure 
it is, he is little favoured of certain authors, whoſe 
wrath is perilous: for one declares he ought to have 
a price ſet on his head, and to be hunted down as a wild 
beaſt . Another proteſts that he does not know what 
may happen; adviſes him to inſure his perſon; ſays he 
has bitter enemies, and expreſly declares it will be well 
if he eſcapes with his life t. One deſires he would cat 
his own throat, or hang hin;ſelf |}. But Paſquin ſeemed 
rather inclined it ſhould be done by the Govern- 
ment, repreſenting him engaged in grievous deſigns 
with a Lord of Parliament, then under proſecution$, 
Mr Dennis himſelf hath written to a Miniſter, that 
he is one of the moſt dangerous per ſons in this kingdom ** ; 
and aſſureth the public, that he is an open and mortal 
enemy to his country; a monſter, that will, one day, 
ſhew as daring a ſoul as a mad Indian, who runs a muck 
to kill the firſt Chriſtian he meets f. Another gives 
information of Treaſon diſcovered in his poem ff. Mr 


NoTES. 


The names of two weekly papers. 
+ Theobald, Letter in Miſt's Journal, June 22d, 1728, 
t Smedley, Pref. to Gulliveriana, p. 14, 16. 
|| Gulliveriana, p. 332. $ Anno 1723. ** Anno 1729. 
H Preface to Rem. on the Rape of the Lock, p. 12. and 
in the laſt page of that treatiſe, 
tt Page 6, 7, of the preface, by Concanen, to a book en- 
titled, A Collection of all the Letters, Eſſays, Verſes and 
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Curt boldly ſupplies an imperſect verſe with Kings 
and Princeſſes *. And one Matthew Conranen, yet 
more impudent, publiſhes at length the Two moſt 
SACRED NAMES in this Nation, as members of the 
Dunciad t! 

This is prodigious ! yet it is almoſt as ſtrange, that 
in the midſt of theſe invectives his greateſt Enemies 
have (I know not how) borne teſtimony to ſome me- 
tit in him. 

Mr TR EOBALD, 

in cenſuring his Shakeſpeare, declares, © He has fo 
« great an eſteem for Mr Pope, and ſo high an opinion 
« of his genius and excellencics; that, notwithſtanding 
« he profeſſes a veneration almoſt riſing to Jdalatry for 
« the writings of this inimitable poet, he would be 
« very loth even to do him juſtice, at the expence 
« of that other gentleman's character f.“ 

Mr CHARLES GILDON, 
after having violently attacked him in many pieces, 
at laſt came to with from his heart, That Mr Pope 
* would be prevailed upon to give us Ovid's Epiſtles 
« by his hand; for it is certain we ſee the original of 
„ Sappho to Phaon with much more life and like- 
« neſs in his verſion, than in that of Sir Car. Scroope. 
« And this (he adds) is the more to be wiſhed, be- 
i cauſe in the Engliſh tongue we have ſcarce any 


Advertiſements, occaſioned by Pope and Swift's Miſcel- 
ianies, Printed for A. Moore, octavo, 1712, 

* Key to the Dunciad, 3d edition, p. 18. 

+ A liſt of perſons, &c. at the end of the forementioned 
Collection of all the Letters, Eflays, &c. 


{ Intreduction to his Shakeſpeare reſtored, in quarto, p. 3. 
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« thing truly and naturally written upon Love . 
He alſo, in taxing Sir Richard Blackmore for his he. 
terodox opinions of Homer, challengeth him to an- 
ſwer what Mr Pope hath ſaid in his preface to that 
Poet. 
Mr OlDpMIX ON 

calls him a great maſter of our tongue; declares the 
«« purity and perfection of the Engliſh language to 
„ be found in his Homer; and, ſaying there are 
more good verſes in Dryden's Virgil than in any 
other work, excepts this of our author only “.“ 

The Author of a Letter to Mr CIBBER 
ſays , Pope was ſo good a verſiſier [once] that his 
- © predeceſſor Mr Dryden, and his cotemporary Mr 
« Prior excepted, the harmony of his numbers is 
equal to any body's. And, that he had all the me- 
* rit that a man can have that way.” And 

Mr THoMAs Cook E, 

after much ann. our author's Homer, crieth 


out, 
«« Bat in his other works what beauties ſhine, 
« While ſweeteſt muſic dwells in ev'ry line! 
«« Theſe he admir'd, on theſe he ſtamp'd his praiſe, 
„And bade them live to brighten future days .“ 


So alſo one who takes the name of 

H. STANHOPE, 
the maker of certain verſes to Duncan Campbell 5, 
in that poem, which is wholly a ſatire * Mr Pope, 
confeſſeth, 


Commentary on the Duke of Buckingham's Eſſay, octavo, 
1721, p. 97, 98. 

In his proſe Eſſay on Criticiſm. f Printed by J. Ro- 
berts, 1742, p. 11, f Battle of the poets, folio, p. 3 

$ Printed under the title of the Progreſs of — 
decimo, 17. 
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« 'Tis true, if fineſt notes alone could ſhow] 

«« (Tun'd juſtly high, or regularly low) 

« That we ſhould fame td theſe mere vocals give; 

« Pope more than we can offer ſhould receive: 

% For when ſome gliding river is his theme, 

His lines run ſmoother than the ſmoothelt ſtream. G. 

MisT's JOURNAL, June 8, 1728. 

Although he ſays, The ſmooth numbers of the 
« Dunciad are all that recommend it, nor has it 
« any other merit;” yet that ſame paper hath theſe 
words: The author is allowed to be a perfect ma- 
« ſter of an eaſy and elegant verſification. In all his 
« works we find the moſt happy turns, and natural ſi- 
« milies, wonderfully ſhort, and thick ſown.” 

The Eſſay on the Dunciad alſo owns, p. 25. it is 
very full of beautiful images. But the panegyric, which 
crowns all that can be ſaid on this Poem, is beſtowed 
by our Laureate, 

Mr Col. LEV CIBBER, 
who ** grants it to be a better Poem of its kind than 
« ever was Writ:” but adds, © it was a victory over 
« a parcel of poor wretches, whom it was almoſt 
* cowardice to conquer, —A man might as well 
triumph for having killed fo many filly flies that 
« offended him. Could he have let them alone, by 
this time, poor ſouls! they had all been buried in 
© oblivion *.” Here we ſee our excellent Laureate 
allows the juſtice of the ſatire on every man in it, 
but himſelf; as the great Mr Dennis did before him, 
The ſaid 


Mr DENN1s and Mr GiLDoNn, 
in the moſt furious of all their works (the forecited 


NoTE. 
* Cibber's Letterto Mr Pope, p. 9, 12. 
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Character, p. 5.) do in concert + confeſs, * Th; 
„ ſome men of good underſtanding value him for his 
« rhymes.” And (p. 17.) © that he has got, li 
« Mr Bayes in the Rehearſal, (that is, like Mr Dy 
„den) a notable knack at rhyming, and writin 
« ſmooth verſe.” 

Of his Eſſay on Man, numerous were the praiſs 
beſtowed by his avowed enemies, in the imagination 
that the ſame was not. written by him, as it wa 
printed anonymouſly. 

Thus ſang of it even 


BEZALEEL MORR1s. 
4 Auſpicions-Bard ! while all admire thy ſtrain. 
« All but the ſelfiſh, ignorant, and vain; 
«I, whom no bribe to ſervile flatt'ry drew, 
«© Muſt pay the tribute to thy merit due: 
The muſe ſablime, ſignificant, and clear, 
« Alike informs the ſoul, and charms the ear, &c, 


Nor E. : 

ft In concert. ] Hear how Mr Dennis hath proved our miſ+ 
take in this place: As. to my writing in concert with Mr 
#* Gildon, I declare upon the honour and word of a gentle- 
% man, that I never wrote ſo much as one line in concert 
« with any one man whatſoever. And theſe two letters 
« from Gildon will plainly ſhew, that we are not writers 
« in concert with each other, 

46 Sir, 

[The height of my ambition is to pleaſe men of tle 
« beſt judgment; and finding that I have entertained my 
% maſter agreeably, I have the extent of the reward of my 
4 labour. 

0 Hr. 

«© I had not the opportunity of hearing of your excellent 
«< pamphlet till this day. I am infinitely ſatisfied and plea: 
« ſed with it, and hope you will meet with that encourage- 


% ment your admirable performance deſerves, & c. — 
Ch. Gi Idon.“ t 


% Now is it not plain, that any one who ſends ſuch com» . 
4 pliments to another, has not been uſed to write in part 
< nerſhip with him to whom lie ſends them?“ Dennis, ; 
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And 
Mr LEONARD WELSTED 


us wrote to the unknown author, on the firſt pu- 
cation of the ſaid Eſſay; I muſt own, after the 
reception which the vileſt and moſt immoral ri- 
baldry hath lately met with, I was ſurprized to 
ſee what I had long deſpaired, a performance de- 
ſerving the name of a Poet. Such, Sir, 1s your 
work. It is, indeed, above all commendation, 
and ought to have been publiſhed in an age and 
country more worthy of it. 1f my teſtimony be 
of weight any where, you are ſure to have it in 
the ampleſt manner,” &c. Cc. Cc. 
Thus we ſee every one of his works hath been ex- 
led by one or other of his moſt inveterate Ene- 
ies; and to the ſucceſs of them all they do unani- 
ouſly give teſtimony. But it is ſufficient, in/tar om- 
wn, to behold the great critic, Mr Dennis, ſorely 
menting it, even from the Eſſay on Criticiſm to 
his day of the Dunciad! “ A moſt notorious in- 
ſtance (quoth he) of the depravity of Genius and 
Taſte, the approbation this Eflay meets with *.—I 
can ſafely affirm, that I never attacked any of 
theſe writings, unleſs they had ſucceſs infinitely 
+ beyoud their merit. This, though an empty, has 
"WF been a popular ſcribbler. The epidemic madneſs 
* of the times has given him reputation 4. —1f, after 
the cruel treatment ſo many extraordinary men 


Nor Es. 
marks on the Dunciad, p. 30. Mr Dennis is there fore wel- 


„ oome to take this piece to himſelf. 
In a letter under his own hand, dated March 12, 1733. 
g Dennis, Preface to his Reflections on the Eſſay on Cxiti- 

tiſm. 
{ Preface to his Remarks on Homex. 
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* (Spencer, Lord Bacon, Ben Johnſon, Milton; Hh 
« ler, Otway, and others) have received from th 
* country, for theſe laſt hundred years, I hoy 
** ſhift the ſcene, and-ſhew all that penury chang 
at once to riot and profuſeneſs ; and more ſqu 
* dered away upon one objef, than would have 
* tisfied the greater part of theſe extraordinary me 
* the reader to whom this one creature ſhould } 
* unknown, would fancy him a prodigy of Art an 
* Nature, would believe that all the great qualitic 
of theſe perſons were centered in him alone. Þi 
« if I ſhould venture to aſſure him, that the Pic 
« PLE OF ENGLAND had made ſuch a choice=th 
« reader would either believe me a malicicus. er 
« and ſlanderer; or that the reign of the laſt (Yue 
* Anne's) Miniſtry was deſigned by Fate to enco 
« rage Fools f. 

But it happens, that this our Poet never had an 
Place, Penſion, or Gratuity, in any ſhape, from th 
faid glorious Queen, or any of her Miniſters, All! 
owed, in the whole courſe of. his life, to any court 
was a ſubſcription for his Homer, of zco J. fro 
King George I. and 100 J. from * Prince an 
Princeſs. 

However, leſt we imagine our Author's ſucceſs r 
conſtant and univerſal, they acquaint us of certan 
works in a leſs degree of repute, whereof, althouy 
owned by others, yet do they aſſure us he is ti 
writer, Of this fort Mr DEN NIS“ aſcribes to hin 
two Farces, whoſe names he does” not tell, but 4. 
fures us that there is not one jeſt in them : and an il 
tation of Horace, whoſe title he does not mention 


NoTEs. 
+ Remarks on Homer, p. 8, 9. * Ibid, p. 8. 
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it aſſures us, it is much more exccrable than all bis 

ts f. The DAILY JouR NAL, May 11. 1728. 

ſures us, He is below Tom Durfey in the 

Drama; becauſe (as that writer thinks) the Mar- 

riage-Hater matched, and the Boarding-School 

are much better than the What-d'ye-call it;“ 
hich is not Mr P's, but Mr Gay'ss Mr G1LDoN 
qures us, in his New Rehearſal, p. 48. ** That he 
was writing a play of the Lady Jane Grey ;” but 
afterwards proved to be Mr Rowe's. We are af- 
ured by another, He wrote a pamphlet called 
Dr Andrew Tripe ;“ which proved to be one Dr 
Fagſtaff's. Mr THeoBALD affures us, in Miſt of 
he 27th of April, That the Treatiſe of the Pro- 
* found is very dull, and that Mr Pope is the author 
of it.” The writer of Gulliveriana 1s of another 
pinion 3 and ſays, the whole, or greateſt part, 
* of the merit of this treatiſe muſt and can only 
be aſcribed to Gulliver . Here, gentle reader! 
annot I but ſmile -at the ſtrange blindneſs and 
poſitiveneſs of men; knowing the ſaid treatiſe to ap- 
pertain to none other but to me, Martinus Scrible- 
rus] 

We are aſſured, in Miſt of June 8.“ That his 
* own Plays and Farces would better have adorned 
the Dunciad, than thoſe of Mr Theobald; for he 
* had neither genius for Tragedy nor Comedy.” 
Which whether true or not, it is not eaſy to judge; 
a as much as he had attempted neither: unleſs we 
will take it for granted, with Mr Cibber, that his 
being once very angry at hearing a friend's Play abu- 


NOTES. 


Character of Mr Pope, p. 7. 
{ Ibid, p. 6. | Gulliver, p. 336. 
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ſed, was an infallible proof the Play was his om 


the ſaid Mr Cibber thinking it impoſſible for a nM 
to be much concerned for any but himſelf ; « vol '* 
let any man judge (faith he) by this conc 
„ho was the true mother of the child * ?” . 

But from all that hath been ſaid, the diſcern ® 
reader will collect, that it little availed our Auth af 
to have any Candour, fince, when he declared | hy 
did not write for others, it was not credited; A 
little to have any Modeſty, ſince, when he decline 
writing in any way himſelf, the preſumption « a 
others was imputed to him. If he ſingly enterprizeff © 
one great work, he was taxed of Boldneſs and Mat * 
neſs to a prodigy +: If he took aſſiſtants in another © 
it was complained of, and repreſented as a great inW * 
jury to the public 4. The loftieſt beroics, the love : 


ballads, treatiſes againſt the ftate or church, ſatire 
on lords and ladies, raillery on wits and author 
fquabbles with bookſellers, or even full and true ac 
counts of monſters, poiſons, and murders ; of an 
hereof was there nothing ſo good, nothing fo bac 
which bath not at one or other ſeaſon been to hin 
aſcribed. If it bore no author's name, then lay hd 
concealed ; if it did, he fathered it upon that author 
to be yet better concealed ; if it reſembled any « 
his ſtyles, then was it evident; if it did not, the 
diſguiſed he it on ſet purpoſe. Yea, even direct op 
poſitions in religion, principles, and politics, have 
equally been ſuppoſed in him inherent. Surely 2 


NoTES. 


* Cibber's Letter to Mr P. p. 19. 

+ Burnet's Homerides, p. 1. of his tranflation of the Iliad. 

The London and Miſt's Journals, on his undertaking de 
Odyfley, | 
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moſt rare and ſingular character! Of which let the 
reader make what he can. 

Doubtleſs moſt Commentators would hence take 
occaſion to turn all to their Author's advantage, 
and from the teſtimony of his very Enemies would 
affirm, That his capacity was boundleſs, as well as 
his imagination ; that he was a perfect maſter of a!l 
Styles, and all Arguments ; and that there was in thoſe 
times no other Writer, in any kind, of any degree 
of excellence, ſave he himſelf: but as this is not 
our own ſentiment, we ſhall determine on nothing ; 
but leave thee, gentle reader, to ſteer thy judgment 
equally between various opinions, and to chuſe 
whether thou wilt incline to the Teſtimonies of Au- 
thors avowed, or of Authors concealed ; of thoſe 
who knew him, or of thoſe who knew him not. 


Vor. III. 
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MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS 
1 E 


ls Poem, as it celebrateth the moſt grave 
and ancient of things, Chaos, Night and Dul- 

neſs; ſo is it of the moſt grave and ancient kind, 

Homer (faith Ariſtotle) was the firſt who gave the 

Form, and (faith Horace) who adapted the Meaſure, 

to heroic pocſy. But even before this, may be ra- 

tionally preſumed from what the Ancients have left 

written, was a piece by Homer compoſed, of like na- 

ture and matter with this of our Poet: for of Epic 

fort it appeareth to have been, yet of matter ſurely 

not unpleaſant, witneſs what is reported of it by the 
learned Archbiſhop Euſtathius, in Gdyſſ. x. And 
accordingly Ariſtotle, in his Poetics, chap. iv. doth 

further ſet forth, that as the Thad and Odyſley gave 

example to Tragedy, ſo did this poem to Comedy its 

firſt idea. 

From theſe authors alſo it ſhould ſeem, that the 
Hero, or chief perſonage of it, was no leſs obſcure, and 
bis underſtanding and ſentiments no leſs quaint and 
ſtrange (if indeed not more ſo) than any of the ac- 
tors of our poem. MAKGITEs was the name of 
this perſonage, whom Antiquity recordeth to have 
been Dunce the firſt; and ſurely, from what we hear 
ef him, not unworthy to be the root of ſo ſpreading 
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a tree, and ſo numerous a poſterity. The poeray 
therefore celebrating him was properly and abſolutely 
a Dunciad which though now unhappily loſt, yet 
is its nature ſufficiently known by the infallible to- 
kens aforeſaid. And thus it doth appear, that the 
firit Dunciad was the firſt Epic poem, written by 
Homer himſelf, and anterior even to the Iliad or O- 
dyſſey. ä 

Now, foraſmuch as our Poet has tranſlated thoſe 
two famous. works of Homer which are yet left, he 
did conceive it in ſome ſort his duty to imitate that 
alſo which was loſt: and was therefore induced to 
beſtow on it the ſame form which Homer's is reported 
to have had, namely that of Epic poem; with a title 
alſo framed after the ancient Greek manner, to wit, 
that of Dunciad. 

Wonderful it is, that ſo few of the moderns have 
been ſtimulated to attempt ſome Dunciad ! ſince, in 
the opinion of the multitude, it might coſt leſs pain 
and toil than an imitation of the greater Epic. But 
poſſible it is alto, that on due reflection, the maker 
might find it eaſter to paint a Charlemagne, a Brute, 
or a Godfrey, with juſt pomp and dignity heroic, 
than a Margites, a Codrus, or a Fleckno. 

We thall next declare the occaſion and the cauſe 
which moved our Poet to this particular work. He 
lived in thoſe days, when (after Providence had per- 
mitted the invention of Printing as a ſcourge for the 
fins of the learned) Paper alſo became ſo cheap, and 
Printers ſo numerous, that a dcluge of authors co- 
vered the land : whereby not only the Peace of the 
honeſt unwriting ſubject was daily moleſted, but un- 
merciful demands were made of his applauſe, yea of 
his money, by ſuch as would neither earn the one, 
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nor deſerve the other. At the ſame time, the licence 
of the Preſs was ſuch, that it grew dangerous to re- 
fuſe them either: for they would forthwith publiſh 
ſlanders unpuniſhed, the authors being anonymous, 
and ſkulking under the wings of publiſhers, a ſet ot 
men who never ſcrupled to vend either Calumny or 
blaſphemy, as long as the Town would call for it. 
* Now our Author, living in thoſe times, did con- 
ceive it an endeavour well worthy an honeſt Satiriſt, 
to diſſuade the dull, and puniſh the wicked, the only 
way that was left. In that public-ſpirited view he 
laid the plan of this poem, as the greateſt ſervice he 
was capable (without much hurt, or being ſlain) 
to render his dear country. Firſt, taking things 
from their original, he conſidereth the cauſes crea- 
tive of ſuch Authors, namely Dulzeſs and Poverty; 
the one born with them, the other contracted by 
negle& of their proper talents, through ſelf-conceit 
of greater abilities. This truth he wrappeth in an 
Allegory + (as the conſtruction of Epic poeſy requireth) 
and feigns that one of theſe Goddeſſes had taken up 
her abode with the other, and that they jointly in- 
ipired all ſuch writers and ſuch works. 4 He pro- 


ceedeth to ſhew the qualities they beſtow on theſe au 


thors, and the efefs they produce ||: then the mate- 
rials, or ſicck, with which they furniſh them 8; and 
(above all) that /elf-opinton ** which cauſeth it to ſeem 
to themſelves valtly greater than it is, and is the 
prime motive of their ſetting up in this ſad and ſor- 


: NoTES. 
* Vide Boſſi, Du Poeme Epique, chap. viii. 
+ Boſſa, chap. vii. ft Book I. ver. 32, Gz. Ver. 45> 
th 51. F Ver. 57 to 77, Ver. 80. 
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ry merchandiſe. The great power of theſe Goddef- 
ſes acting in alliance (whereof as the one is the mo- 
ther of Induſtry, ſo is the other of Plodding) was to 
be exemplified in ſome one, great, and remarkable Ac- 
lion e And none could be more fo than that which 
our Poet hath choſen; viz. the reſtoration of the 
reign of Chaos and Night, by the miniſtry of Dulneſs 
their daughter, in the removal of her imperial ſeat 
frora the City to the polite World; as the Action of 
the Eneid is the reſtoration of the Empire of Troy, 
by the removal of the race from thence to Latium. 
But as Homer ſinging only the rath of Achilles, yet 
includes in his Poem the whole hiſtory of the Tro- 
jan war; in like manner our author hath drawn into 
this ſingle Action the whole hiſtory of Dulneſs and 
her children. 

A Perſon muſt next be fixed upon to ſupport this 
Action. This Phantom in the Poet's mind muſt have 
a Name +: He finds it to be ; and he becomes of 
courſe the Hero of the Poem. ; 

The Fable being thus, according to the beſt ex- 
ample, one and entire, as contained in the Propoſi- 
tion; the Machinery is a continued chain of Allego- 
Ties ſetting ſorth the whole Power, Miniſtry, and 
Empire of Dulnaſs, extended through her ſubordi- 
aate inſtruments, in all her various opcrations. 

This is branched into Epiſodes, each of which hath 
its Moral apart, though all conducive to the main 
end. The Crowd aſſembled in the ſecond book, de- 
monſtrates the deſign to be more extenſive than to 


Nor Es. 
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bad poets only, and that we may expect other Ex. 
ſodes of the Patrons, Encouragers, or Paymaſters gf 
ſuch authors, as occafton ſhall bring them forth, 
And the third book, if well conſidered, ſcemeth 10 
embrace the whole World. Each of the Games re- 
lateth to ſome or other vile claſs of writers: The 
firſt concerneth the Plagiary, to whom he giveth the 
name of More; the ſecond the libellous Noveliſt, 
whom he ſtileth Eliza; the third, the flattering De- 
dicator; the fourth, the bawling Critic, or noiſy 
Poet; the fifth, the dark and dirty Party-writer; 
and ſo of the reſt; aſſigning to each tome. proper name 
or other, ſuch as he could find. 

As for the Characters, the public hath already ac- 
knowledged how juſtly they are drawn : The man- 
ners are ſo depicted, and the ſentiments fo peculiar 
to thoſe to whom applied, that ſurely to transfer 
them to any other or wiſer perſonages, would be 
exceeding difficult: and certain it is, that every 
perſon concerned, being. conſulted apart, hath rea- 
dily owned the reſemblance of every portrait, his 
own excepted. So. Mr Cibber calls them, “a par- 
cel of poor wretches, ſo many filly flies “*, but adds, 
„% our Author's Wit is remarkably more bare and 
4 barren. whenever it would fall fyul on Cibler, than 
„upon any other Perſon whatever.” 

The Deſcriptions are ſingular, the Compariſons very 
quaint, the Narration various, yet of one colour; 
the purity and chaſtity of Diction is ſo preſerved, 
that in the places moſt ſuſpicious, not the ur, but 
ouly the images, have been centured, and yet are 
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thoſe images no other than have been ſanctified by 
ancient and claſſical Authority (though, as was the 
manner of thoſe good times, not ſo curiouſly wrap- 
ped up) yea, and commented upon by the moſt grave 
Doctors, and approved Critics. 

As it beareth the name of Eyic, it is thereby ſub- 
jected to fuch ſevere indiſpenſible rules as are laid 
on all Neeterics, a ſtrict imitation of the Ancients ; 
inſomuch that any deviation, accompanied with 
whatever poetic beauties, hath always been cenſured 
by the ſound Critic, How exact that imitation hath 
been in this piece, appeareth not only by its general 
ſtructure, but by particular alluſions infinite, many 
whereof have eſcaped both the. commentator and 
poet himſelf; yea divers by his exceeding diligence 
are ſo altered and interwoven with the reſt, that ſe- 
veral have already been, and more will be, by the ig- 
norant abuſed, as altogether and originally his own. 

In a word, the whole poem proveth itſelf to be the 
work of our Author when his faculties were in full 
vigour and perfection; at that exact time when years 
have ripened the Judgment, without diminiſhing the 
Imagination; which, by good Critics, is held to be 
punctually at forty: for at that ſeaſon it was that 
Virgil finiſhed his Georgics; and Sir Richard Black- 
more at the like age compoting his Arthurs, declared 
the ſame to be the very Acme and pitch of life for 
Epic poeſy; though fince he hath altered it to /ixty,, 
the year in which he publiſhed his Alfred“. True 
it is, that the talents for Critici n, namely ſmartneſs, 
quick cenſure, vivacity of remark, certainty of aſſe- 
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veration, indeed all but acerbity, ſeem rather the 
gifts of Youth than of riper Age: but it is far other- 

wiſe 1n Poetry; witneſs the works of Mr Rymer and [ 
Mr Dennis, who, beginning with Criticiſm, became 
afterwards ſuch. Poets as no age hath paralleled, 
With good reaſon, therefore, did our Author chuſe 

to write his Eſſay on that ſubject at twenty, and re- 
ſerve for his maturer years this great and wonderful 
work: of the Dunciad. 
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0 F the Nature of Dunciad in general, whence de- 
rived, and on what authority founded, as well. 
25 of the art and conduct of this our poem in parti- 
cular, the learned and laborious Scriblerus hath, ac- 
cording to his manner, and with tolerable ſhare of 
judgment, diſſertated; but when he cometh to ſpeak 
of the Perſon of the Hero fitted for ſuch Poem, in 
truth, he miſerably halts and hallucinates. For, miſled 
by one Monſieur Boſſu, a Gallic critic, he prateth of 
] cannot tell what Phantom of a Hero, only raiſed 
up to ſupport the Fable. A putid conceit! as if 
Homer and Virgil, like modern Undertakers, who 
brit build their houſe, and then ſcek out for a te- 
nant, had contrived the ſtory of a War and a Wan- 
dering, before they once thought either of Achilles 
or Eneas. We ſhall therefore ſet our good brother 
and the world alſo right in this particular, by aſſur- 
ing them, that, in the greater Epic, the prime inten- 
tion of the Muſe is to exalt Heroic Virtue, in order 
to propagate the love of it among the children of 
men; and conſequently that the Poet's firſt thought 
muſt needs be turned upon a real ſubject meet for 
laud and celebration; not one whom he is to make, 
but one whom he may find, truly illuſtrious. This 
is the primum mobile of his poctic world, whence 
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every thing is to receive life and motion: for, this 
ſubject being found, he is immediately ordained, g 
rather acknowledged, an Hero, and put upon ſuti 
action as befitteth the dignity of his character, 
But the Muſe ceaſeth not here her Eagle-flight, 
For ſometimes, ſatiated with the contemplation of 
thefe Suns of glory, ſhe turneth downward on her 
wing, and darts with Jove's lightning on the uſe 
and Serpent kind. For we may apply to the Muſe 
in her varions moods, what an ancient maſter of 
Wiſdom affirmeth of the Gods in general: Si Di 
non iraſcuntur impiis et injuſtis, nec pics utique juſtoſque 
diligunt. In rebus enim diverſis, aut in utramque parten 
moveri necęſſe eſt, aut in neutram. Jtaque qui bonos diligit 
et malos odit ; et qui malos non odit; nes bouos diligit. nia 
et diligere bonos ex odio malgrum venit ; et malos odiſſe ex 
Jonorum caritate deſcendit, Which in our vernacular 
idiom may be thus interpreted: If the Gods be 
« not provoked at evil men, neither are they de- 
* lighted. with the good and juſt : for contrary ob- 
«« jets mult either excite contrary affections, or no 
4. affections at all. So that he who loveth good 
„mem; muſt at the ſame time hate che bad; and he 
«© who hateth not bad men, cannot love the good; 
* becauſe to love good men proceedeth from an 
* averſion to evil, and to hate evil men from a ten- 
& derneſs to the good.” From this delicacy of the 
Muſe aroſe the little Epic, (more lively and cholerie 
than her elder ſiſter, whoſe bulk and complection in- 
cline her to the flegmatic :) and for this, ſome no- 
torious Vehicle of vice and folly was ſought out, to 
make thercof an Example: an carly inſtance of 
which (nor could it eſcape the accurate Scriblerus) 
the Father of Epic poem himſelf affordeth us, From 
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kim the practice deſcended to the G reck Dramatic 
Poets, his offspring; who in the compoſition of their 
Tetralogy, or ſet of ſour pieces, were wont to make 
the laſt a Satyric Tragedy. Happily one of theſe an- 
cient Dunciads (as we may well term it) is come 
down unto us, amongſt the Tragedies of the poet 
Euripides; and what doth the reader ſuppoſe may 
be the ſubject thereof? Why in truth, and it is 
worthy obſervation, the unequal conteſt of an old, 
dull, debauched buffoon Cy-lops, with the heaven- directed 
Favourite of Minerva ; who, aftcr having quietly 
borne all the monſter's obſcene and impious ribaldry, 
endeth the farce in puniſhing him with the mark of 
an indelible- brand in his forehead, May we not 
then be excuſed, if for the future we conſider the 
Fpics of Homer, Virgil, and Milton, together with 
this our poem, as a complete Tetralogy ; in which 
the laſt worthily holdeth the place or ſtation of the 
ſatyric piece? 

Proceed we therefore in our ſubject. It hath been 
long, and, alas for pity! ſtill remaineth a queſtion, 
whether the Hero of the greater Epic ſhould be an 
hneſt Man ; or, as the French Critics expreſs it, un 
junnote homme *: but it never adniitted of any doubt, 
but that the Hero-of the little Epic ſliould be juſt the 
contrary, Hence, to the advantage of our Dunciad, 
we may obſerve how much juſter the Moral of that 
poem muſt needs be, wherc ſo important a queſtion 
is previouſly decided. 

But then it is not every Knave, nor (let me add) 
cvery Fool, that is a fit ſubject for a Dunciad. 


NoTF. 
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There maſt ſtill exiſt ſome Analogy, if not reſem- 
blance of Qualities between the Heroes of the two 
Poems; and this in order to admit what Neoteric 
critics call the Parody, one of the livelieſt graces of 
the little Epic. Thus it being agreed, that the con- 
ſtituent qualities of the greater Epic Hero, are Wiſ- 
dom, Bravery, and Love, from whence ſpringeth ber: 
virtue; it followeth, that thoſe of the leſſer Epic Hero 
ſhould be Vanity, Aſurance, and Debauchery ; from 
which happy aſſemblage reſulteth heroic Dulneſs, the 
never-dying ſubject of this our Poem. 

This being ſettled, come we now to particulars, 
It is the character of true Wiſdom, to ſeek its chief 
ſupport and confidence within itſelf, and to place 
that ſupport in the reſources which proceed from a 
conſcious rectitude of Will—And are the advantages 
of Vanity, when ariſing to the heroic ſtandard, at all 
ſhort of this ſelf-complacence ? Nay, are they not, in 
the opinion of the enamoured owner, far beyond it! 
Let the world (will ſuch an one ay) impute to me 
© what folly or weakneſs they pleaſe; but till Vi 
dm can give me ſomething that will make me more 
© heartily happy, I am content to be GAZ ED AT 
This, we fee, is Vanity according to the heroic gage or 
meaſure ; not that low and ignoble ſpecies which 
pretendeth to Virtues we have nit; but the laudable 
ambition of being gazed at for glorying in thoſe Vices, 
which every body knows we have. The world 
% may aſk (fays he) why I make my follies public! 
« Why not? I have paſſed my life very pleaſantly 
« with them f.“ In ſhort, there is no ſort of Vanity 
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ſuch a Hero would ſcruple, but that which might go 
near to degrade. him from his high ſtation in this 
our Dunciad, namely, „whether it would not be 
Vanity in him to take ſhame to himſelf for nat bin: 
« a wiſe man. 

Bravery, the ſecond attribute of the true Hero, is 
Courage manifeſting itſelf in every limb; while its cor- 
reſpondent Virtue in the mock Hero is that ſame 
Courage all collected into the Face: and as Power, 
when drawn together, muſt needs have more force 
and ſpirit than when diſperſed, we generally find this 
kind of courage in fo high and heroic a degree, that 
it inſults not only Men, but Gods. Mezentius is, with- 
out doubt, the braveſt character in all the Zncis: but 
how? His bravery, we know, was an high courage of 
blaſphemy. And can we ſay leſs of this brave man's? 
who having told us that he placed © his ſummun bo- 
num in thoſe follies, which he was not content bare- 
« ly to poſſeſs, but would likewiſe glory in,” adds, 
« If am miſguided, TIis NATURE's FAULT, ard J 
* follow HER.“ Nor can we be miſtaken in making 
this happy quality a ſpecies of Courage, when we con- 
fider thoſe illuſtrious marks of it which made his 
FACE © more known (as he juſtly boaſteth) than 
e moſt in the kingdom; and his Language to con- 
ſiſt of what we muſt allow to be the moſt daring Fi- 
cure of Speech, that which is taken from the Name 
of God. 

Gentle Love, the next ingredient in the true Hero's. 
compoſition, is a meer bird of paſſage, or (as Shake- 
ſpeare calls it) ſummer-teeming Luſt, and evaporates in 
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the heat of Youth ; doubtleſs by that refinement i: 
ſuffers in paſſing through thoſe certain ſtrainers which 
our Poet ſomewhere ſpeaketh of: but when it is let 
alone to work upon the lees, it acquireth (trength 
by ld Age, and becometh a laſting ornament to the 
Little Epic. It is true, indeed, there is one objection 
to its fitneſs for ſuch an uſe : for not only the ignorant 
may think it common, but it 1s admitted to be ſo even 
by Him who beſt knoweth its value. Don't you think 
*< (argueth he) to ſay only a man has his Whoref, 
« ought to go for little or nothing? Becauſe gefendit 
« numerus; take the firſt ten thouſand men you meet, 
and, I believe, you would be no loſer if you betted 
ten to one, that every fingle ſinner of them, one 
« with another, had been guilty of the ſame frailty *, 
But here he ſeemeth not to have done juſtice to him- 
ſelf: the man is ſure enough a Hero, who hath his 
Lady at fourſcore. How doth his Modeſty herein 
leſſen the merit of a whole wel! ſpent Life? not taking 
to himſclf the commendation (which Horace accoun- 
ted the greateſt in a theatrical character) of continu- 
ing to the very aregs the ſame he was from the be- 
ginning, |, 
«& —ÞServetur ad imum 
« Qualis ab incepto proceſſerat.“ —— 

But here, in juſtice both to the Poct and the Hero, 
let us farther remark, that the calling her his whore, 
implicth ſhe was his own, and not his neighbour's. 
Truly a commendable continence ! and ſuch as Sci- 


NoTES. 
t Alluding to theſe lines in the Epiſt, to Dr Arbuthnot: 
«« And has not Colly Hill his Lord and Whore, 
His butchers Henley, his free maſons Moore? 
Letter to Mr P. p. 46. 
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pio himſelf muſt have applauded : for how much 
Sclf-denial was neceſſary not to covet his neigh- 
bonr's whore? and what diſorders muſt the covet- 
ing ber have occafioned in that Society, where (ac- 
cording to this Political Calculator) nine in ten of all 
ages have their concuvines ! 

Ve have now, as briefly as we could deviſe, gone 
through the three conſtituent Qualities of cither 
Vero; but it is not in any, nor in all theſe, that 
Herviſm properly or effentially refideth. It is a 
lucky reſult rather from the collifion of theſe live- 
Iy Qualities againſt one another. 'Thus, as from 
Wiſdom, Bravery, and ; Love, ariſeth Magnanimity, 
the object of Admiration, which is the aim of the 
greater Epic; ſo from Vanity, Atiurance, and De- 
dauchery, ſpringeth Buſſoonty, the ſource of Ridicule, 
that © laughing ornament,” as he well termeth it 4, 
of the little Epic. 

He is not aſhamed (God forbid he ever ſhould be 
2\bamed !) of this Character, who deemeth, that 
not Reaſon but Fiſibility diſtinguiſheth the human 
ſpecies from the brutal. As nature (faith this 
profound philoſopher) diſtinguiſhed our ſpecies 
from the mute creation by our Riſibility, her de- 
* fign MusT have been by that facaity as evidently 
„to raiſe our HAPPINESS, as by our Os ſublime 
* (OUR EKECTED FACES) to lift the dignity of 
4% OUR rex above them“ All this copfidered, 
how complete a Hero muſt he be, as well as how 
happy a Man, whoſe Rilibility lieth not barely in 
his muſcles, as in the common fort, but (as himſelf 
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informeth us) in his very ſpirits! and whoſe 0; 
ſablime is not ſimply an erect face, but a Brazen 
Head; as ſhould ſeem by his preferring it to one of 
Iron, ſaid to belong to the late King of Sweden 4! 

But whatever perſonal qualities a Hero may have, 
the examples of Achilles and Æneas ſhew us, that 
all thoſe are of ſmall avail, without the conſtant 
alſ:ance of ihe Gos; for the ſubverſion and the 
erection of Empires have never been adjudged the 
work of Man. How greatly foever then we may 
eſteem of his high talents, we can hardly conceive 
his perſonal proweſs alone ſufficient to reſtore the 
decay'd empire of Dulneſs 80 weighty an at- 
chic vement muſt require the particular favour and 
protection of the GREAT; who being the natural 
patrons and ſupporters of Lettie, as the ancient 
Gods were of Try, muſt firſt be drawn off and en- 
gaged in another intercit, before the total ſubver- 
ton of them can be accompliſhed. To ſurmount, 
therefore, this laſt and greateſt difficulty, we have, 
in this excellent man, a profeſſed Favourite and In- 
timado of the Great. And look, of what force an- 
cient Picty was to draw the Gods into the party of 
Enecas, that, and much ſtronger is modern Incenſe, 
to engage the Great in the party of Dulneſs. 

Thus have we eſfayed to pourtray or ſhadow out 
this noble Imp of Fame. But now the impatient 
reader will be apt to ſay, if ſo many and various 
graces go to the making up a Hero, what mortal 
ſhall ſuffice to bear his character? Ill hath he read, 
who ſeeth not, in every trace of this picture, that 
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individual, ALL-ACCOMPLISHED PERSON, in whom 
theſe rare virtues. and lucky circumſtances have 
agreed to meet and concentre with the ſtrongeſt luſtre 
and fulleſt harmony. 

The good Scriblerus indeed, nay the World itſelf, 
might be impoſed on in the late ſpurious editions, 
by I can't tell what Sham-Hero or Phantom : but it 
was not ſo eaſy to impoſe on HIM whom this egre- 
gious error moſt of all concerned: for no ſooner 
had the fourth book laid open the high and ſwelling 
ſcene, but he recognized his own heroic Acts: and 
when he came to the words, 

Soft on her lap her Laureat ſon reclings,”” 
(though Laureat imply no more than one crowned with 
laurel, as befitteth any aſſociate or Conſort in Empire) 
he loudly reſented this indignity to violated Majeſty. 
Indeed not without cauſe, he being there repreſented 
as faſt aſleep; ſo miſbeſeeming the Eye of Empire, 
which, like that of Providence, ſhould never doze nor 
lumber. © Hah! (faith he) faſt aſleep, it ſeems! 
* that's a little too ſtrong. Pert and dull at leaſt 
you might have allowed me, but as ſeldom aſleep 
* as any fool*.” However, the injured Hero may 
comfort himſelf with this reflection, that tho' it be 
a „cep, yet it is not the ſicep of death, but of immorta- 
lity. Here he will f live at leaſt, tho' not awake; 
and in no worſe condition than many an enchanted. 
Warrior before him. The famous Durandarte, for in- 
ſtance, was, like, him, caſt into a long ſlumber by 
Merlin the Britiſh Bard and Necromancer: and his> 
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example for ſubmitting to it with a good grace 
might be of uſe to our Hero:: for that diſaſtrous 
knight being ſorely preſſed or driven. to make his an- 
ſwer by ſeveral perſons of quality, only replied with a 
figh, Patience, aud fbuffle the cards *.” 

But now, as nothing in this world, no not the moſ} 
ſacred and perfect things either of Religion or Go- 
vernment, can eſcape the ſting of Envy, methinks ] 
already hear theſe carpers obje cting to the clearneis 
of our Hero's title. 

It would never (ſay they) have been eſteemed ſuſ- 
ficient to make an Hero. for the Iliad or Aneis, that 
Achilles was brave enough to overturn- one Empire, 
or Æneas pious enough to raiſe another, had they 
not been Goddeſs-born, and Princes bred. What 
then did this Author mean, by erecting a Player, in- 
ſtẽad of one of his Patrons, (a perſon © never a hero 
even on the ſtage f”) to this dignity of Collegue 
in the empire of Dulneſs, and Atchiever of a work 
that neither old Omar, Attila, nor John »f- Leydea 
could entirely bring to paſs. 

To all this we have, as we conceive, a ſufficient 
anſwer from the Roman hiſtorian, fabrum eſſe ſus 
guemque fortuna: that every man is the Smith of his 
own fortune. The politic Florentine, Nicholas Ma- 
chiavel, goeth ſtill farther, and affirmeth, that a man 
needeth but to believe himſelf a Hero to be one of the 
worthieſt. Let him (faith he) but fancy himſelf 
* capable of the higheſt things, and he will of 
„ courſe be able to atchieve them.” From this 
principle it follows, that nothing can exceed our 


NoTEs. 
9 Don Quixote, part Ji, ch. 22. + See Life, p. 148, 


OF THE HERO OFiTHE POEM. 283 


Hero's proweſs, as nothing ever equalled the great- 
neſs of his conceptions. Hear how he conſtantly 


paragons himſelf : at one time to ALEXANDER the 


Great and CHARLES the XII. of SWEDEN, for 
the exceſs and delicacy of his ambition * ; to He x- 
RY the IVth of FaANncCE, for honeſt Policy ; to 
the firſt BxuTvs, for love of Liberty 4; and to Sir 
RoBERT WALPOLE, for good Government while 
in power ||. At another time, to the godlike So- 
CRATES, for his diverſions and amuſements 5; to 
Hok Ack, MoNTAIGNE, and Sir WILLIAM 
TEMPLE, for an elegant Vanity that maketh them 
for ever read and admired ““; to Two Lord CHAN- 
CELLORs, for Law, from whom, when confederate 
againſt him at the bar, he carried away the prize of 
Eloquence ++; and, to ſay all in a word, to the right 
revercnd the Lord Bis Hor of LoxDoxN himſelf, in 
the art of writing paſtoral Letters I. 

Nor did his Actions fall ſhort of the ſublimity of 
his conceit. In his early youth he met the Revolu- 
tion |||} face to face in Nottingham; at a time when 
his betters contented themſelves with following her. 
It was here he got acquainted with Old Battle-array, 
of whom he hath made ſo honourable mention in 
one of his immortal odes, But he ſhone in courts 
as well as in camps : he was called up when the nation 
fell in labour of this Revolution 85, and was a goſhp at 
her chriſtening, with the biſhop and the ladies f. 
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As to his Birth, it is true he pretendeth no rela- 


tion either to heathen god or goddeſs; but, what is 
as good, he was deſcended from a Maker of both +, 
And that he did not paſs himſelf on the world for 
a hero, as well by birth as education, was his own 
fault: for, his lineage he bringeth into his life as an 
anecdote, and is ſenſible he had it in his power 15 
be thought no body's ſon at all“: and what is that but 
coming into the world a hero? 

But be it (the punctilious Laws of Epic Poeſy ſo 
requiring) that a hero of more than mortal birth 
muſt needs be had: even for this we have a remedy, 
We can eakly derive our hero's pedigree from 2 
Goddeſs of no ſmall power and authority amongęſt 
men ; and legitimate and inſtall him after the right 
claſſical and authentic faſhion : for, like as the an- 
cient Sages found a Son of Mars in a mighty War- 
rior; a Son of Neptune in a ſkilful Seaman; a Son 
of Phœbus in a harmonious poet; ſo have we herc, 
if need be, a Son of FoRTUXNE in an artful Gameſter, 
And who fitter than the offspring of Chance, to aſſiſt 
in reſtoring the Empire of Night and Chaos? 

There is in truth another objection of greater 
weight, namely, That this Hero ſtill ex iſteth, and 
* hath not yet finiſhed his earthly courſe. For if 


« Solon ſaid well, 
« —»! ultima ſemper 
« Expectanda dies homini : dicique beatus 
Ante obitum nemo ſupremaque funera debet : 


„if no man can be called happy till his death, 
„ ſurely much leſs can any one, till then, be pro- 
« nounced a Hero: this ſpecies of men being far 


NoTEs. 
14 Statuary. »Life, P · 6. 


OF THE HERO OF THE POEM. 285 


«* more ſubject than others to the caprices of For- 
tune and Humour.” But to this alſo we have an 
anſwer, that will (we hope) be deemed deciſive. It 
cometh from himſelf; who, to cut this matter ſhort, 
hath folemnly proteſted that he will never change 
or amend, 

With regard to his Vanity, he declareth that no- 
thing ſhall ever part them. Nature (faith he) hath 
« amply ſupplied me in Vanity; a pleaſure which 
neither the pertneſs of Wit, nor the gravity of 
« Wiſdom, will ever perſuade me to part with “.“ 
Our Poet had charitably endeavoured to adminiſter 
a cure to it; but he telleth us plainly, © My ſupe- 
« riors perhaps may be mended by him ; but for 
my part I own myſelf incorrigible. I look upon 
% my Follies as the beſt part of my Fortune .“ And 
with good reaſon : we ſee to what they have brought 
him ! 

Secondly, as to Buffoonry, © Is it (faith he) a time 
of day for me to leave off theſe fooleries, and ſet 
* up a new character? I can no more put off my 
follies than my ſkin; I have often tried, but they 
* ſtick too cloſe to me; nor am I ſure my friends 
are diſpleaſed with them, for in this light I aſſord 
them frequent matter of mirth, Cc. Cc. 4 Ha- 
ving then ſo publicly declared himſelf incorrigible, he 
is become dead in Law, (I mean the law Epetæian) 
and devolveth upon the Poet as his property; who 
may take him, and deal with him as if he had been 
dead as long as an old Egyptian hero; that is to ſay, 
embowel and embalm him for poſterity. 
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Nothing therefore (we conceive) remaineth to 
hinder his own prophecy of himſelf from taking im- 
mediate eſſect. A rare felicity ! and what few Pro- 
phcts have had the ſatisfaction to ſee alive! Nor 
can we conclude better than with that extraordinary 
one of his, which is conceived in theſe Oraculous 
words, MY DULNE$SS WILL FIND SOMEBODY 70 
Do IT RIGHT 4. 


„Tandem Ploebus adeſt, morſuſque inferre parentem 
« Congelat, et patulos, ut erant, iz durat hiatus .“ 
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2 P. 243. octave edit. 
oOsvia, of the ſerpent biting at Orpheus's head. 
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